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QRE_THAN ONE PERSON IN THE 
corridor has asked me if I was 
successful in my attempt to quit 

, smoking. When I shouted, *Yeahas!” they 

- told me to say so in my next column, 

= Smokers, I guess, love to hear success 

r stories; it gets them that much closer to 
taking that monumental step 

Six months have passed since the first 

morning I put on that three-dollar Nicoderm patch. The 

anxiety I felt must have been similar to that felt by Evil Kenevil 

before his leap over the fountain at Caesar’s Palace. After all, 

smoking had been a faithful companion for many years; it was 

like getting a divorce. With the square patch firmly stuck tomy 

left arm, the craving for nicotine was definitely cut. It did 

nothing, however, for the right hand’s automatic movement 

for my shirt pocket. I left the patch on for the prescribed 
twenty-fourhours. The dreams were fantastic. In one surrealistic 
airborne encounter with Rosanne and Madonna, | was entrusted 
with flying them to safety over a multitude of high voltage 
power lines. I can’t remember exactly how I did it—some 
manipulation of the ailerons, no doubt. You wouldn’t believe 
the enthusiasm they demonstrated when [ delivered them 
safely on the ground. Arnold went beyond verbal accolades to 
show her appreciation. I ran, of course, but I didn’t seem to get 
anywhere. When she finally tackled me, I woke up in a cold 
sweat. Madonna—well, that’s another story. After all, it was 
just a dream. 

Once or twice a day the urge to smoke slams into me, 
typically after breakfast or dinner. It hits hard but the discomfort 
lasts only seconds. This is the dangerous period, when the 
desire to light up is overpowering. | know it’s just a trick. 
Moments later the urge disappears, and I’ve forgotten all about 
tobacco. I ask smokers who know me for a cigarette or a puff, 
and they, without exception, refuse. I’m not sure if they are 
protecting me or know I’m kidding. One thing | know for sure: 
I cannot have even one puff. Ever. 

“The Chinese Massacre,” this month’s offering from the pen 
of Kerry Ross Boren, details the emigration of Cantonese to 19th 
century America to work our mines and railroads, a period in our 
history few of us can relate to. We think the corruption of the 
current epoch is unique; guess again, the malaise has been 
around for a long time. After reading this story, you won't feel 
so depressed about the looming 21st century. 

In “Bender Springs” Craig Leavitt tells us about a classic 
Western confrontation between white-hatter sheriff Solomon 
Wise and the black-hat trio of Reb Harde and his lackeys Toad 
Hammer and Stub Rawls. 

Roger LeFevre, recently proselytized from his teaching 
duties at the Annex’s GED, helps remove some of the myths 
circulating about benefits from Social Security in Felon’s 
Forum, anew SPm feature. 

Craig takes us on tours of UCi's Furniture Shop and 
Vocational Training’s operation. Gene Tabish from the Photo 
Lab helped generously with visual coverage. ; 

In October the cover will compare the mug shots of filmdom’s 
version, Mark Harmon, and the real Ted Bundy who, as you 
already know, spent some months here. 
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Y FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH A 
Chinese was as a boy, when I 
used to visit an octogenarian 

named Y-Bing, who operated a Chinese 

restaurant at the corner of Center Street and 

Railroad Avenue in Green River, 

Wyoming—my birthplace. This white- 

haired, goateed old gentleman with a queue 

became my closest boyhood friend. Through 

conversations with him over the years, I 

came to learn about his race—their culture, 

religion, philosophy and history. 

It was from Y-Bing that I first learned the 
tragic story of the Chinese Massacre at Rock 
Springs in 1885, where Y-Bing witnessed 
the murder of his own parents. In tribute to 
his memory, in later years, I researched the 
story in more detail. What follows is, 
essentially, the story of that tragic event. 


Ss, 1849 300 Chinese sailed for America, 
in 1851 there were 2700, and in 1852 
there were 20,000. The great Taiping 
Rebellion was in full sway, a fourteen-year 
struggle against the ruling Manchu dynasty 
that left 30 million Chinese dead. 

Most of the Chinese emigrants were from 
the province of Canton on the Southeast 
Coast, and over 60% were from the district 
of Toishan. In Toishan the average land- 
holding for a family dropped from two acres 
to less than half, which barely sustained a 
family for four months. In 1849, on top of 
their other miseries, a flood struck Canton, 
killing 10,000 and leaving countless others 
homeless. 

It was difficult for Chinese to emigrate, 
for they considered China to be the great 
middle Kingdom, halfway between earth 
and heaven. Even though a man’s father or 
grandfather might grant permission, the 
spirits of one’s ancestors would never 
consent, for the happiness of the souls of the 
departed, it was believed, depended upon 


yearly visits by family members to the 
gravesite. Moreover, under the Manchu 
regime, emigration was against the law, 
punishable by beheading. 

In China the average wage in 1850 was $3 
to $5 a month; in California it was $1 a day. 
But it was also 7000 miles and two weary 
months across the Pacific Ocean, up the 
China coast to the Formosa Strait, around 
the northern end of the island to avoid the 
trade winds, and then east from Japan 
between 35-45 degrees latitude in the path of 
the westerlies. Until 1867 all barks were 
clipper ships, or the cargo type—passengers 
below deck and merchandise on top. The 
sojourners spent the entire journey in the 
cramped, stuffy hold, sleeping on a narrow 
bunk and cooking over an open brazier. 
Their meals consisted of fried rice, bamboo 
shoots, mushrooms, native tea, and weak 
rice wine. 

At the pier in San Francisco, agents 
shouldered each other in the crowd of ship- 
greeters to signup their ‘coolies” (indentured 
servants) while others recruited the Chinese 
immediately to go up river by steamer to the 
gold fields to work for $30 a month. 

On July 1, 1862, Congress passed “an act to 
aid in the construction of arailroad & telegraph 
line from the Missouri River to the Pacific.” 
The Union Pacific was to build west from 
Omaha and the Central Pacific east from 
Sacramento. By 1868,25,000men with 15,000 
mules and horses took to the field. 

There were a lot of records to be broken in 
the vast undertaking: highest elevation (8,242 
fee, summit of the Black Hills), highest 
railroad bridge in the world (127 feet, over 
Dale Creek near Laramie), highest cost per 
mile of track ($100,000), and most track 
ever laid in a single day (10 miles). Charlie 
Crocker, chief construction engineer for the 
Central Pacific, was the first to suggest to 
Jim Strobridge and Leland Stanford, to hire 
Chinese laborers to accomplish the gigantic 
task. With reluctance they finally did. 
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In 1865 Crocker—himself an Irishman— 
brought the Chinese in by the trainload— 
3000 by the fall, by winter there were 7000. 
At the peak in 1868, over 12,000 Chinese 
were at work on the Central Pacific. For the 
most part they were laborers; foreman and 
tracklayer jobs were held primarily by the 
Irish. They worked in gangs of 15 to20 men, 
each gang with its own headman and cook. 
They lived in boxcars, tents, or plank shacks 
and ate on the ground with chopsticks. They 
were distinguished by their dress: blue cotton 
smocks and trousers and “basket” hats. They 
worked six days a week, dawn to dusk, and 
were paid $28 a month, of which they saved 
about two-thirds. 

But the Chinese became victims of 
prejudice and discrimination from the very 
beginning. Under the Foreign Miners Tax 
Act, which included railroad workers because 
the railroad companies owned mines, the 
Chinese were required to pay a monthly tax 
of $20—two-thirds of their salary, which 
wiped out their savings. When many of them 
left the railroads and mines and went into 
merchandising and shopkeeping, the tax was 
only then lowered to $4. But it was made up 
for by taxing them for fishing, police 
protection, and even a laundry tax. They 
paid a hospital tax, but Chinese were not 
allowed in hospitals. In addition they were 
denied citizenship, public education, jobs on 
public works, the right to own land or testify 
in court against Caucasians. 

In July 1870 anti-Chinese forces, sponsored 
by the Knights of St. Crispin and the plumbers 
and carpenters Eight Hour League, 
demonstrated. Violence broke out in 1871. 

In about 1860 or 1861, a Pony Express 
rider fleeing a band of marauding Indians 
hid ata spring which bubbled out of the rocks 
a few feet from the Killpecker, a tributary of 
Bitter Creek. In 1862 Ben Holladay, owner 
of the Overland Trail Company, built a 
station beside the spring and hired two 
Scottish immigrants to manage it. 


4 


Archibald and Duncan Blair, from 
Rothesay, Scotland, disappointed in the gold 
fields, erected a stockade to hold the four- 
and six-horse teams they supplied the 
Overland Company. They also builta trading 
post and a wayside inn, a stone bridge over 
the Killpecker, and a sturdy stone cabin for 
themselves, complete with rifle ports every 
twelve feet for protection against Indians 
and outlaws. They hired Becky Thomas to 
cook antelope steak and brew thick coffee 
for the stage passengers, sired children by 
Shoshoni squaws, and opened a mine in the 
coal vein which lay three miles south of the 
station. In 1867 they opened the first coal 
mine in Wyoming. 

Union Pacific officials in Boston 
negotiated with Thomas Wardell, owner 
and operator of several successful coal mines 
in Macon County, Missouri, to open up coal 
mines in Wyoming. Wardell formed the 
Wyoming Coal and Mining Company and 
then sent his brother Charles to Wyoming. 
Charles opened their first mine at Carbon in 
1868 and a second one several months later 
at Point of Rocks. Then he had the latter 
closed and moved to a new location near 
Bitter Creek, not far from the Blair Trading 
Post, and named the place Rock Spring (the 
“s” was added later). This was the beginning 
of Rock Springs, Wyoming. 

The Union Pacific, through its Wyoming 
Coal and Mining Company, by charging 
exorbitant freightrates to independents such 
as the Blairs, soon owned all the mines in the 
area. The independents—anda great majority 
of the citizens—were outraged. As the 
independents fell, production at Carbon, 
Rock Springs, and Evanston soared, from a 
combined output of 7,000 tons in 1868 to 
50,000 tons a year later, to 200,000 tons in 

1875. In 1871 Mine Number One came into 
its own at Rock Springs, and that place took 
the lead in coal production, not only locally, 
but it outperformed every other coal camp 
west of the Missouri. Rock Springs became 
the most important coal town in America. 

In early March of 1874, Jay Gold became 
controlling stockholder and Chairman of the 
Board of Union Pacific and, in his usual 
merciless way, ordered the forcible seizure 
of all company mines. In June of 1875 the 
union organizers in Wyoming called for a 
strike. Governor Thayer happened to be 
visiting in Rock Springs at the time and 
attended a miner’s meeting with General 
Superintendent $.H.H. Clark, just arrived 
from Omaha. When the miners announced 
their strike, Clark responded: 

“Does your union propose to dictate to 


this company regarding the amount of coal 
it is to mine? Do you intend to limit our 
supply of coal from our own mines? Do you 
wish to cripple us in failing to give us an 
adequate supply of coal for the purpose of 
running our trains and to supply the needs of 
the people residing along the line of our 
road? If that is your purpose, gentlemen, I 
herewith give you notice that ina very short 
time I will have a body of men here who will 
dig for us all the coal we want.” 

The “body of men” Clark had in mind 
were Chinese laborers from San Francisco. 
He quickly implemented the hiring, 
contracting the work to A.C. Beckwith of 
Evanston. On November 6, 1875, faced with 
an ultimatum, the miners quit, two days 
before the strike deadline. The mood turned 
nasty. The union threw up pickets at all mine 
entrances, coal chutes, and power plants. 
They threatened to set fire to the mines and 
even to the locomotives. A shot was fired at 
mine superintendent Tisdale. The Union 
Pacific called upon Governor Thayer for 
protection, and the governor ordered one 
company of U.S. soldiers who moved in on 
the night of the twelfth and surprised the 
shocked strikers in the morning. 

As the strike entered its second week, 
rumors of the impending arrival of atrainload 
of Chinese “scabs” persisted among the 
wageless miners, who watched their families 
suffer without money and food supplies. 
“The mines will probably be in full blast 
within the next ten days,” the Laramie Daily 
Sentinel reported on November 13, “but 
what will be the complexion ornationality of 
their occupants [this reporter] sayeth not.” 
Another reporter wrote, “A great deal of 
drinking is going on, more than I have ever 
witnessed in this place before.” 

Three days later two UP trains left 
Sacramento for Rock Springs, carrying 150 
Chinese laborers, Railroad officials notified 
Governor Thayer of their expected arrival 
andadvisedhim to sendtwo more companies 
of troops to the coalfields, Thayer wired 
General Crook in Omaha and took an 
Overnight train to Rock Springs. The troops 
arrived atnight, followed later in the forenoon 
by the Governor, Clark, and A.C. Beckwith, 
At 2:00 p.m. the three men left in Clark’s 
private car, heading west. A heavy wet snow 
began to fall. 

At 4:15 p.m. the governor and his party 
retumed, escorting the two trainloads of 
Chinese strikebreakers, As the miners 
lon er 2 i ee some with 
ei aang at ani humor, and others 

gnashing of teeth,” the 
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trains stopped near Mine Number Three, 
and the Chinese piled out 

The next day a Chinese camp Was erected 
onsnow-covered ground near Mine Number 
Three, a quarter mile north of the center of 
town, Armed soldiers were everywhere, 
Newspaperreports stated: “Gov emor Thayer 
met the miners this morning, and in his 
remarks gave them distinctly to understand 
that legitimate labor should not be interfered 
with, no matter what the nationality of the 
laborer might be, and that law and order 
would be enforced if it took the entire U.S, 
army to do it.” 

Only fifty white miners were hired to 
work with 150 Chinese in the mines; the rest 
until November24— 
to leave town with their families free on the 
trains. The Laramie Dai/y Sia of November 
26, 1875, editorialized 

“The strike is over in Rock Springs, but 
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what achange! In place of the ambitious and 
progressive coal miner— a thinking being 
with whom we could converse and who was 
proud of his American citizenship—what 
have we now? A rice cating Chinaman! A 
being that is brought to this country aboutthe 
same as foreign cattle and horses are, [and] 
imported and hired out by theiremployersin 
pretty much the same manner. They work 
cheap; they don’t strike; they ain't particular 
about their quarters; they don’t put on airs; 
don’t know when they are swindled, and 
don’t even want as much land as will make 
a hole in the ground. . . . The evil we 
feared would result from the action of a few 
hot-headed miners at Rock Springs hascome 
upon us, and now we must all suffer the 
consequences. 

Yet it is our candid opinion that the Union 
Pacific managers never made a greater 
mistake than when they employed these 
same Celestials.” 

While the Chinese were certainly 
discriminated against elsewhere, inthe mines 
they were given precedence over whites, 
which only added further animosity toward 
them. The Chinese were routinely given the 
most productive rooms in the mines (miners 
were paid seventy cents a ton), while whites 
were given the more dangerous and the most 
poorly ventilated rooms to work. . 

“I was compelled to work an entry 0 
which there were three feet of rock,” oné 
miner testified. “After driving through the 
rock I was compelled to give up the entry 1 
a Chinaman, who had refused to work us 
while the rock remained an encumbrance. 

“I have been driven from two places ! 
make room for Chinamen,” another miner 
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related. “I have had my cars checked by 
them, and upon applying to the boss for 
redress was told that if] did not like it, Icould 
take out my tools.” 

There was also harassment from the 
Chinese, who were not above taking 
advantage of their privileged position. On 
occasion they even stole the white miner’s 
coal: “Any white miner resenting such a 
theft was, upon the yell of the contesting 
Mongolians, instantly surrounded by 100 
picks and drills furiously brandished by 100 
excited, jabbering Orientals. Of course the 
white man wentto the wall onevery occasion. 
A white man striking a Chinaman was 
discharged immediately, while a hundred 
Chinamen charging one white man with 
picks and drills to take his life was a subject 
for much fun and laughter in the office of the 
company.” 


As was the case wherever the sojourner - 


went, he lived apart, constructing his own 
closed community, a complete society unto 
itself, and as exact a replica of a typical 
Cantonese village as could be managed on 
the edge of the Red Desert. Their small city 
rose up out of the sagebrush just east of Mine 
Number Three and immediately came to be 
known by the whites as Chinatown, and to 
others as Hong Kong. It consisted of eighty 
houses and 650 residents. About half the 
houses consisted of sturdy wooden structures 
built by the company and rented to the 
Chinese, and half were makeshift shacks 
thrown together with packing crates and 
building paper, their roofs made from 
flattened tin cans. 

Effectively excluded from the American 
justice system, all disputes among the 
Chinese were settled by the clan association. 
Clan headquarters served as a social center, 
a bank, post office, meeting hall, banquet 
hall, and funeral parlor. It was here that he 
came to gamble, smoke opium, and from 
here his bones would be sent back to China 
for burial. 

At the top of the clan hierarchy in Rock 
Springs was Ah Say, the undisputed leader 
of the Chinese community. Ah Say had lived 
in America since 1857 when he came to 
work in the California gold fields. Later he 
became labor contractor for the Central 
Pacific, settling eventually at Evanston, 
where he worked with his friend A.C. 
Beckwith as a Chinese labor recruiter. 
Together with his assistant, Ah Koon, he 
became the manager of nearly all the Chinese 
in Wyoming. 

Ah Say moved to Rock Springs in the late 
1870s. A kindly, benevolent oldman, he was 


known for his solicitude toward the needy 
and the sick. Every Chinese New Year, all 
the residents of Chinatown assembled in 
front of Ah Say’s house to receive the 
blessings of their patriarch. 

Meanwhile, while the Chinese went about 
their daily lives, hatred and prejudice for 
them grew. A Cheyenne journalist wrote: 
“Rock Springs, with its grand coal mines, 
should be a city of six to ten thousand 
inhabitants; it is a miserable Chinatown of 
twelve hundred population.” 

“People Wyoming with Chinamen,” noted 
a Laramie editor, “and it will become a great 
State—when? Put Chinamen in the coal 
mines, on the railroad, in the hash-houses, 
and then watch the development of the 
country if—you are a Methuselah. . . . The 
effects of a strike paralyse trade and industry 
for the moment, but Chinese labor paralyses 
them continuously.” 

Several Wyoming governors, for the most 
part Republican, also voiced strong 
sentiments: “The Chinese do not assimilate 
with our people, and therefore are not to be 
regarded as a desireable element in our 
civilization.” 

For nine years the coal fields of the West 
were quiet. Jay Gould and the Union Pacific 
company had won a decisive victory and 
held control of the mining camps. Then, in 
the fall of 1884, a new union called two 
successful strikes on behalf of UP shopmen, 
and a group of company miners in Colorado 
asked to be organized under the new banner. 
The Union Pacific’s ten-year dominance of 
the labor question was about to face organized 
opposition, and the decade of tension in 
Rock Springs was about to explode. 

“Tt pains me greatly,” wrote John Lewis of 
the strike force to A.C. Beckwith, “to have to 
call yourattention to the fact that the Chinese 
problem at Rock Springs is assuming a 
grave attitude. There are nearly seventy-five 
of our men lying idle at the present time, 
while the Chinese are flooding in by the 
score. . . . Sensible as I am that unless a 
change is affected immediately, there will be 
an outbreak. I respectfully notify you of the 
storm that is brewing.” 

During the summer of 1885, arash of anti- 
Chinese violence broke out across the 
territory. Chinese were threatened and beaten 
in Cheyenne and completely driven out of 
Rawlins and Laramie. During the last week 
of August, posters suddenly appeared in 
Carbon, Rock Springs, and Evanston warning 
all Chinese to leave the territory at once or 
“face the consequences.” 

On the evening of September I, a union 
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meeting took place at the Knights of Labor 
hall in Rock Springs. It was later widely 
alleged that the massacre of the Chinese was 
planned at this meeting. 

On the morning of September 2, 1885, 
Chinese miners reported to work in entry 5 
of Mine Number Six, and immediately a 
dispute arose overaroom which white miner 
Isaiah Whitehouse claimed, but which 
belonged to the Chinese. Two of theChinese 
insisted that Whitehouse leave the room 
immediately. He balked. One of the Chinese 
became abusive, called Whitehouse a son of 
a bitch, and swung at him with his pick. 
Whitehouse knocked the man to the floor. 
The noise brought several other Chinese 
running up. Whitehouse, backed by his 
partner, William Jenkins, shouted for help as 
the Chinese surrounded them and closed in 
on them with picks, shovels, and tamping 
needles. A dozen white miners rushed to 
their aid while others blocked off the entry, 
pinning the Chinese in and keeping others 
out. 

One of the chinese miners struck 
Whitehouse in the stomach with a pick. 
Several whites wrestled the man to the ground 
and drove the pick three times into his skull. 
Six other whites surrounded another Chinese 
and beat him severely about the head with a 
shovel. Three other Chinese were severely 
beaten, and several whites were cut and 
bleeding about the head and face. 

The fight lasted half-an-hour, stopped only 
by the arrival of several foremen in pit cars. 
The Chinese laid their wounded in the cars 
and were escorted past the angry whites to 
the mouth of the mine. Word of the fight 
raced through Number Six Camp, just as 
many miners were arriving at work, and 
their mood quickly turned somber. Ah Lip 
roused the pit boss, while Ah Koon ran into 
town to alert mine superintendent Evans. 
Evans later testified: 

“T hastened up to the mines and found 
most of the Chinamen out on the tip of the 
slope, and I told them to come down into the 
mines with me, and they came. When got to 
No. 5 entry, all the white men were out . . . 
waiting to goup inthe cars. And] asked them 
what was the trouble, and some of them said 
that they were not going to suffer Chinamen 
to drive them out of the mines, and I asked 
them to come out of the cars and come to one 
side to reason the matter. . . but they would 
not listen. One of them cried out, “Come on, 
boys; we may as well finish it now, as long 
as we have commenced; it has to be done 
anyhow.” 

Continued on page 32 
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No, I'm not using y “Of course. | drink like a 
heroin—I said I’ve got \y St. /7Y fish Mn a carp.” 
a monkey on my back, and P. 
Ineed help getting it off.” 


You mean Jesse Lovato doesn town this pool table? I ju: t gave him fi 
St g 


fteen packs to play here!” 
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“You know, we’re just not reaching that guy.” “T don’t think I’ll be able to tell the kids about this one.” 


Crime & PUNISHMENT tHroucH tHE Eves of GARY LARSEN In tHE FAR SIDE 


*‘Thikedt:.....1ikeat.” 


HE SUMMER SUN WAS INCHING ITS WAY 

closer to the western horizon as 

three riders covered with dust and 
showing the strain of several hard days on the 
desert trail rode into Bender Springs. Their 
look of sullen meanness sent a message to 
the locals that they were men to be avoided 
at all costs. The leader, Reb Harde, was a 
big, barrel chested man with hands like a 
grizzly bear’s. He had a scar across his face 
and a reputation for being a ruthless killer. 
Hate flamed in his dark eyes like embers 
from the fires of hell. The only law he 
recognized was his ability to deliver death 
from one of the menacing weapons hanging 
from his gun belt. His two partners, Toad 
Hammer and Stub Rawls, were driven by 
their love of whiskey, women, andthe power 
that comes from being feared. Bender 
Springs was a small town that existed solely 
because of therich silvermines of the rugged 
Sierra Nevadas. It had the three grand keys 
that guaranteed survival in the untamed West: 
water, whiskey and women. The town had 
been founded by Deloy “Pops” Bender, an 
old prospector who had been chased out of 
the hills by claim jumpers, bushwhackers 
and “those damned ‘glomerates that made it 
impossible for a man to earn an honest 
wage.” He had stumbled on the springs, 
settled in, and put down the roots from which 
the town that bore his name had grown. The 
dregs of humanity had rolled like listless 
tumbleweeds through its streets, but nothing 
to match these three. Still, Bender Springs 
was a town where strangers were welcome. 
Sheriff Solomon Wise eyed the trio that 
sauntered past the jail house. They cast a 
contemptuous leer at him and his young and 
sometimes overly anxious deputy, Zeb 
Mattson. Zeb’s father, Barlow Mattson, had 
served in the war with Solomon, and they 
had been friends up until Barlow’s death at 
the hands of the Apaches around Santa Fe. 
Zeb had come to town.and had worked odd 
jobs until Solomon decided to take him 


under wing and teach him to be a lawman. 
Zeb carried a lot of anger and was always 
eager for a fight. 

“Keep youreyes on that bunch,” Solomon 
said nodding to the three riders. “Trouble 
follows that kind like flies.” 

“No need to worry,” the self-sure deputy 
replied, patting the handle of his holstered 
revolver. “Won’t be anything we can’t 
handle.” 

“Well,” said Solomon pointing tothe Colt, 
“just keep your eyes and ears open and don’t 
go looking for a chance to use that thing.” 

In a town like Bender Springs there are 
only twokinds of metal: thetin starof the law 
and flying lead. If you didn’trespect the one, 
then the other was always there to get your 
attention. For more than ten years Solomon 
had seen the effectiveness of lead, but would 
much rather have people respect the badge 
onhischest. Hopeful as he was, he still knew 
men and carried fully loaded six shooter on 
his hip and a power packed, double barrel 
Greener in his hands as he walked to the 
hitching rail outside the saloon where the 
three were tying their heat wearied horses, 

“Howdy boys,” he said, caressing the 
stock of his shotgun. 

Reb grunted and the other two nodded. 

“What brings you to town?” 

“Business,” Reb barked, 
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“Oh well, what kind of business?” 
Solomon asked blocking the steps. 

“Our business,” Reb muttered 

“Well, you just make sure that your 
business doesn’t become my business, 
because I take my business very, very 
seriously.” 

The three slithered past the sheriff and 
pushed through the swinging half-doors of 
the saloon. Solomon Wise stared at the three 
horses that had carried the rancid rabble into 
town and shook his head 

“Somebody's going to get killed,” he said 
under his breath. “Somebody's going to get 
killed.” 

“What's up with those three?” Solomon 
turned to see Jonathan Mack, the officious 
mayor. 

“Hi Jon,” Solomon said. “These three are 
covered with the smell of trouble.” 

“You think they’re up to no good, do 
you?” 

“Yeah, I do,” Solomon answered. 

“Well,” themayorsaid, “you got the badge. 
Why don’t you escort them either to the jail, 
or out of town?” 

“I can’t throw them in jail, because they 
haven’t broken any law, and last time I 
checked, this was still a free country. sountil 
they give me cause, I can’t do a thing. 

“They wanted for anything?” 
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“Not on any of my posters,” Solomon 
answered. “I just have to sit tight and wait.” 

Sheriff Wise was like a crafty old fox—he 
could smell foul from a long way off, and the 
foul smell on these men was the smell of death. 
He was concerned about the three polecats in 
the saloon, and what they could do to his town. 
Ithadn’t been too many years since the town of 
Bender Springs, like all towns along the mining 
trails, had been run and preserved by vigilante 
law. Only recently had the town entrusted the 
peace keeping to Solomon Wise. Few of the 
townsmen wore guns and the women weren’t 
afraid to come to town. There was a full-time 
school and Reverend Dunbar had a packed 
house almostevery Sunday. But there was just 
something about the look of these three that 
made him fear for the peace and security of 
Bender Springs. 

Solomon took a few steps and looked over 
the swinging doors into the saloon. The big one 
with the scar on his face was already throwing 
whiskey into his cavernous mouth, and the 
other two were yelping like wolves for the 
promiscuous tarts who eamed their keep in the 
rooms upstairs. Reb Harde glared with evil 
eyes at Solomon, and the sheriff knew fate 
would bring them face to face in a show down 
where only one would walk away. 

Suddenly the sound of a sharp slap rang 
above the din of the piano and the cacophony 
of the crowd. The one called Stub had forced 
himself on a lady who wasn’t interested in 
his advances. Jake Farneman, a powerfully 
built wrangler, was standing, facing the 
menacing man. He didn’t wear a gun, but he 
was quite able with his fists. Solomon walked 
in, still clutching his Greener. 

“Now boys,” he said pushing his way 
through the doors and into the smoke filled 
saloon, “let’s not get hasty. Jake, you just sit 
back down and finish your game, and you,” 
pointing his shotgun at Stub, “just pick up 
your hat and go over to the bar and cool off.” 

“But sheriff,” the filthy Stub started, “he. ..” 

“Never mind who started it,” Solomon 
interrupted. “I’m finishing itrighthere, right 
now.” 

Stub looked at Jake, then pointed his finger 
right athis face and said, “Itain’t over, not by 
a damn sight.” 

Stub picked up his grease stained hat and 
went to the bar. Jake threw a couple of chips 
into the pile. 

“Hey Clarence,” Solomon called to the 
piano player, “do you know how to play that 
thing?” 

“Sure do, Sheriff,” he replied. 

“Well then,” Solomon motioned with his 
free hand, “play something for the folks. 


After all, that’s why they’re here, to have a 
good time.” 

With a smile and a nod Clarence began 
banging outatune, and within a few minutes 
the saloon was pretty much back to its normal 
boisterous singing and lustful laughing. 
Solomon walked over to the bar where Reb 
and Stub were leaning. “Now, listen here 
boys, you haven't been in town half an hour 
yet, and already you're stirring up trouble. 
I’ve got a good jail and I won’t hesitate one 
minute putting you in it if there’s any more.” 

“Somebody crosses us and we’ll deal with 
him,” said the big, scar-faced demon. 

Solomon looked him straight in the eye 
and said, “And you cross my path and I'll 
deal with you.” 

“Now, we’rereal scared about that sheriff,” 
Rebsaid, almostas iftothrow outachallenge. 

“That’s good,” Solomon said tapping the 
barrels of his Greener on Reb’s chest. “That 
fear might just keep you alive.” 

Before Reb could get his hand on his gun, 
Solomon had cocked the hammers of the 
double barrel blaster. “Maybe you'd like to 
finish drawing that revolver.” 

“Look, Sheriff,” Reb said, “no use gettin’ 
all riled up. We just come from a long ride 
and are just lookin’ for a little fun.” 

“See to it,” the wily sheriff said, “that your 
fun stays fun for everybody.” 

Solomon turned and walked out of the 
saloon. He would never have turned his 
back ona stinky varmit like that, but Big Ben 
the bartender had a shotgun cocked and 
aimed at Reb’s ponderous belly, and the scar 
faced rat wasn’tabout to move. Wise moved 
through the swinging doors and nearly 
bumped into his ever eager deputy. 

“Any trouble, Sheriff?” Zeb asked 
straining to get a look into the saloon. 

“Not anything to get excited about,” 
Solomon replied. “Besides, Zeb, the last 
thing I want is for someone to get killed ina 
gun fight, on either side of that badge.” 

Realizing he had been chastised and duly 
warned, Zeb said, with a sardonic grin, 
“Sheriff, you’re always looking out for me, 
but you know’s well as I do, that smelly old 
tub of tallow wouldn’t be a match forme and 
Mr. Colt here.” 

“Match or no,” Solomon warned, “I don’t 
want any trouble. Understand?” 

“Trouble? From me?” Zeb said in a 
mocking voice. “Not a chance. But if I need 
to uphold the law, you wouldn’t call that 
lookin’ for trouble would you?” 

Solomon cast a perturbed look and said, 
“Look, just keep a close eye, and if there’s 
any trouble, I’ll be down at the jail house.” 
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The night wore on, and the three seemed 
to settle into the atmosphere of the saloon. 
They stayed pretty much to themselves and 
filled their muzzles with the brain numbing 
venom of the vicious snake-whiskey. 

Just before dawn, Rack Basto ran from the 
livery stable to the jail. 

“Sheriff! Sheriff Wise!” he called in his 
husky blacksmith voice. “Come quick, it’s 
Jake Farneman, he’s dead.” 

Solomon jumped from his cot, put on his 
pants and boots, and pulled his suspenders 
over his shoulders as he hurried down the 
street. Inside one of the stalls lay the mutilated 
body of Jake Farneman. His throat had been 
sliced clean through and he had been stabbed 
and slashed. Solomon knew instinctively 
who had done it. And why. 

Zeb ran into the stable, “Good gawd,” he 
said as he stared at the ghastly sight. “Who 
dunnit?” 

“T don’t know for sure yet,” Solomon said 
carefully. “I suspectit was one of those three 
strangers from the saloon.” 

“Well,” said Zeb, “let’s go get ‘em.” 

“Take iteasy,” Solomon saidas he kneltin 
the blood soaked stall. “We can’t goarresting 
someone just because they appear to be 
guilty; we’ve got to find proof.” 

Zeb looked disgusted. “Jake’s body there 
is pretty well evidence enough for me.” 

“T don’t know about that,” Rack Basto 
said, shaking his head, “but Jake’s not 
wearing a gun, so’s I see it, whoever did ‘im, 
did ‘im in cold blood.” 

“Rack,” Zeb interrupted, “you still got 
those strangers’ horses and tack?” 

“Sure do. Right over there in that last 
stall.” 

“Well, that means that they’re still in 
town.” Then bloating his chest with an air of 
pompous authority, Zeb said, “Now Rack, if 
they come to get their horses and gear, you 
get on down to the jail house, ya hear?” 

“You can count on it,” Rack answered, 
nodding his head affirmatively. 

Zeb turned to leave the livery. “Where’re 
you going, Zeb?” the sheriff asked. “Just 
going to look around,” Zeb answered with a 
defiant sneer curling his upper lip. 

“Just don’t go looking for trouble, son. 
Remember, you are the law, not a vigilante 
party of one. No matter how strongly you 
suspect those three dust chuggars, they’re 
innocent till we get proof otherwise.” 

Zeb looked at the body, then at the sheriff 
with a patronizing glare, and said,’Thank 
you, Sheriff Wise, I’ll try to remember that.” 

Zeb walked right down the middle of the 

Continued on pagbe 34 
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For Ex=PRISONERS 


Tue Day oF RELEASE 


You’re Our!! Hooray! 


ow WHAT? THE FIRST SHOCK OF BEING 

free again—seeing the stars at 

night, watching the brightly 
colored neon lights, the new cars, the traffic 
jams—it’s overwhelming. You wonder if 
you'll ever get used to it again. And what 
about the “good old days”? What happened 
to them? 

Well, things have changed—drastically. 
You have changed in many ways. They 
have changed—all of them—family, 
friends, etc. It’s certain that the whole 
world has changed while you’ ve been down. 
But beware! Along with all of these 
changes, you have a whole new set of rules 
to learn; a new set of traps have emerged 
that you can easily fall into if you’re not 
very careful. 

“Change” isa basic fact which surrounds 
everything we experience. From one aspect, 
change produces friction which can result 
in a lot of uncertainty, stress, and fear. But 
this doesn’t make change bad! As a matter 
of fact, it’s the promise of change which 
gives a prisoner hope for the future. Change 
keeps the world exciting and brings each 
new spring. So set aside your fears and 
welcome it! 

On the other hand, it seems like some 
things never change—like debts, taxes, the 
need to survive, the need to be loved and 


the weight of responsibilities. That’s right! 
Some things have changed totally and others 
not at all. What you've got to figure out, 
and very quickly, is which is which. 
Especially if you expect to survive. 

One of he first things you'll notice is 
how you “see” others—how everyone 
seems con :erned with the trivial details of 
everyday life and is all caught up ina lot of 
meaningless garbage. This might bother 
you because your life in prison has been 
filled with get down survival and the 
unending quest for freedom. But you must 
realize that people in the streets focus on 
things around them and, like you, try to 
cope with what they are confronted with. 

An ex-prisoner often resents having to 
deal himself with all the daily junk and dull 
responsibility. This is one of the big and 
important adjustments you have to make. 
Be careful not to criticize your family and 
loved ones for thinking and talking about 
things which to you seem dull and boring. 
It’s necessary, and it’s their life. Respect it. 

Remember, one really good thing about 
the way you see others is that you can often 
see through the superficial parts of people’s 
lives and attitudes. Unless you let your ego 
and hate blind you, you will be able to 
determine how “real” a person is very 
quickly! This is a valuable skill you had to 
learn in a jail house to stay alive, both 
physically and mentally. 

An even more powerful change is the 
way you will now “see” yourself and your 
place in the world. “Just who am I now— 
good guy, bad guy, hard guy, soft guy?” 
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I justice system, 


Replacing prison attitudes with free world 
icult. 
Like when you walk into the joint, you 


behavior is both confusing and di 


don’t have much time to make the right 
adjustments if you want to avoid getting 
flushed! 

Such changes cannot happen overnight 
and this is why preparing in advance to 
make needed adjustments within yourself 
is absolutely essential! Sit down and have 
a heart-to-heart talk with yourself; put all 
the jive aside and ask yoursel! “What kind 
of person do I want to be?” and What must 
I do each day to make that person real?” 
You can do it! Anyone can make the 
changes needed to build the respect of 
themselves and others, but you've got to 
have amountain of motivation and courage. 
Be strong! 


FREQUENT RESPONSES TO 
RELEASE FROM PRISON 


IRST OF ALL, WHETHER YOURE A SEASONED 
Foc, or a first timer, making the 
adjustment from living in a prison 
environment to the free world presents 
many difficulties. You may experience the 
same levels of cultural shock as if you just 
landed from Mars. ; 

It may seem that everyone you come In 
contact with those first few days after your 
release somehow knows you just got out of 
prison. It’s like you've got a big, red oS 
convict” stamped on your forehead andit s 
blinking like aneon warning light flashing: 
“Hey, look at me, I'ma nasty old ex-con. 
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Frankly, this is stupid. Most folks in the 
world are far too busy trying to cope with 
their own daily lives and have a lot more to 
focus on than you. So try not to worry about 
the reactions of others, good or bad. Just 
keep yourself stable and very c-a-l-m. 

Getting out of prison and making the 
adjustment back into society can be 
compared to the decompression process a 
deep sea diver must go through to reach the 
surface. After a deep dive, he has to come 
up to the surface in stages to prevent getting 
the bends, which is often fatal. Just as the 
deep sea diver has to surface in stages, so 
do the ex-convict and his loved ones go 
through stages upon release. 

For this reason, you must remember to 
take your time in dealing with people again. 
It is normal to feel uncomfortable with 
strangers, in groups, or for that matter with 
family and friends. There is no reason.to 
hurry; the whole world is now available and 
you should deal with it at your own pace. , 

At the same time, don’t hide from the 
world out of shame or embarrassment, or 
because you just don’t know what to tell 
people about yourself or your past. Frankly, 
having been in jail or prison is just an 
“experience,” one of thousands of 
experiences which people collect during 
their lives. It’s what you are that matters, 
not where you've been. 

After you’ve been out long 
enough, you will see that it’s not the 
big thing to you or others that it is 
right after release. It is realistic to 
expect that most people won’t 
understand what you’re going 
through, but you should be careful 
not hold that against them. It is 
helpful to remember that everyone 
has been or is now caught up in their 
own personal anguish in one way or 
another, 

The day of release often produces 

a numbing shock which lasts for 
four to six weeks. This may be 
followed by a few months of mild 
shock mixed with unexplained 
depression and a strong sense of 
just not belonging. The next six to 
twenty-four months can be filled 
with disorientation and mistrust. 
From eighteen to sixty months, there 
begins a sense of a better, richer 
life, and an increased sense of 
belonging. 

As you fight to successfully cope 
with yourself and the world again, 
keep in mind that having been in 


prison often produces some very predictable 
responses. Different people experience 
these things to different degrees, but here 
are the most common mental and emotional 
traps everyone has to face and overcome: 
1. Post release shock and disorientation 
2. Lack of ability to follow through 
3. Suppressed rage and hostility 
4. Mistrust and withdrawal from others 
5. Deep anxiety and depression 
6. False expectations: self and the world 
7. Fear of failure and rejection 
8. Culture shock: cannot adjust to change 
9. Personal and cultural inferiority com- 
plex 
10. Compulsive neurotic behavior: no bal- 
ance 
11. Poor self-esteem: hungry for approval 
12. Addictive tendencies (many forms) 
13. Self-destructive attitudes and actions 
14, Emotional instability 
15. Fragile, vulnerable grip on life 


Most new releasees will go through some 
degree of post-release shock and 
disorientation. It’s like asking yourself, 
“Now what?” and not being able to come 
up with an answer that makes any sense. 
You just can’t seem to get your bearings. 
Nothing is working like it’s supposed to 
and you can’t figure out what’s wrong. At 
other times, things are going just fine but 


FASTER THAN A SPEEDING 
HOME VISIT, MORE 
POWERFUL THAN AN 
S.O.S. MINIMUM-WAGE- 
TO LEAP HOOPS IN A SINGLE 

WHO, DISGUISED AS MILD- 
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nothing feels right. Unfortunately, the 
correction experience has a tendency to 
leave anyone emotionally, socially, and 
spiritually drained. There are very few who 
come through unscathed. 

What is happening to you may feel very 
confusing and frustrating. Yet you know 
there are explanations and ways to handle 
things if you could only grasp them. 
Everything inside you—your relationship 
to yourself and to the world—is shifting 
very rapidly. The most effective way to 
deal with this confusion is to acknowledge 
it: to yourself and to your loved ones. If you 
try to pretend nothing is happening, or if 
you believe you will always feel this way, 
you will make the process even more 
fragmented than necessary. The shifting 
will slow down and you'll have a different 
viewpointon everything. Don’ttry torush it! 

The intense social isolation that is 
experienced going through the correctional 
process causes many inmates to become 
alienated—alienated from family and friends, 
from society, and most important, estranged 
from themselves. When this occurs, 
significant pathological symptoms are certain 
to arise and act as barriers to an individual’s 
being able to make it after release. 

The ex-con no longer belongs to the 
prison world,.yet he doesn’t quite fit in the 

Continued on page 29 


REEBISH IS ARMED WITH HIS O, 
way leg radio, clandestinely 
worn beneath synthetic 


fibers of all types. What more could 
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ENeErD P. FREEBISH, BY DAY DREAMS OF HIS TWO-PIECE 
LEISURE SUIT IN WHICH HE WILL SECRETLY RETURN TO 


SOCIETY. 
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Shown above are the furniture workers en masse, except for those too shy 
or too wary for the camera’s lens.There are many in the state who think 
these are the most productive workers in the institution. 


O THE NORTH OF THE OQUIRRHS IS A LARGE 


shipped to its destination. Alan 


said that he has a great crew; they 
do the best job possible and are 
committed to turning out high 
quality work. The furniture shop 
is getting a reputation for turning 


blue and white steel building where 
more than sixty inmates work, learn, 
and produce commercial quality 
furniture. The Furniture Shop sold more than 


out superior products. 


one and a half million dollars last year and will 
pass the two million dollar mark in 93. 


LAN JAMES, KEN Curtis, 
A Mike Gray, George 

Serassio, and Eldon 
DeHaan supervise the inmates 
who produce furniture for all of 
the State agencies and nonprofit 
organizations. Currently, the 
inmates are finishing products 
for the State Liquor Agency, the 
Salt Lake Community College 
Library, and the Attorney 
General’s office. 

The process from order to 
finished ‘product is a well 
organized system of team work 
and cooperation. When an order 
is received, the pieces are 
milled—cut out and shaped— 


and then sent to either a bander,or 
a sander. In the bander, tape or 
wood edges are glued to the pieces 
and then sanded. The pieces are 
sent to several assembly areas 
where the furniture is built and 
finished. Desks, credenzas, 
tables, chairs, cabinets, book 
shelves, book cases, counter tops, 
coffee tables, and end tables are 
all assembled, sanded, and filled 
in the assembling areas. 

Once a furniture piece has been 
assembled and properly prepared, 
itis takenintoa spray room where 
it is stained and coated. The 
stained piece is left to dry. After 
final inspection, the piece is 


In addition to the milling and 


| assembly areas, there is a fully 


| operational upholstery shop. The 


inmates in this department are 
skilled at making new seats and 
cushions for chairs, couches, and 
sofas, as well as re-uphostering 
or repairing old furniture. a 
Inmates who work at i 
furniture shopare learning wake, 
and acquiring skills that me 
benefit them when they ee 
The shop is a good ye. 
environment and the inne 
pride in their contributions a 
finished product. One ° at 
inmate empolyees said vai 
working at the furniture shop” i 
more than just a job—t Wi 
opportunity. The neste 
staff can be proud of the jo 
do. 
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The bulk of milling, from left to right, are Jack 
Reed, Bob Growcock, Mike Hansen, Gino 
Gutierrez, Reggie Densmore, Ivin McCoy, 

David Henderson, Jeff Dennis, Daniel Nowlin, 

Roy Gallegos, Mel Gallegos and Peter Smith. 


The pros of sanding 
and assembly include, 
from left to right, 
Jesse Lovato, Rick 

Kelly, Luis Zargoza, » 

Roger Giles, Michael ? 

Thompson, Dave 
Neeley, Wayne 
Bastemeyer, Herman 
Bernal, Alphonso 
Urbina, Stephen 
Silver, Joey Trujillo, 
Corey Brooks, and 
John Carey. 
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The upholstry workers, shown left to 
right, are Peter Vasquez, Dave 
Fulton, Terry Wilcken, AJ?, Robert 
Gonyou, Cedric Booker, Shawn 
Murdock, Steve Holladay, Jonny 
Holt, Richard Cintron, Gene 
Fontecchio, Mark Birch, Ted Lewis 
and Anthony Nunn. 


The balance of the milling crew, from left to right, are 
Wayne Wagstaff, Tom Walker, Garlyn Davis, and Ross 
Ashworth 
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HAT DO INMATES THINK ABOUT 

when they are alone and 

have time to think? They 

think about family, 
friends, and what they are going to do when 
they get out. Sometimes what they think 
about lands them back here, but not always. 
Many inmates decide that life is too short 
and the opportunities too great to be wasted 
in prison. What these inmates need is 
something that will help them get out, stay 
out, and live as productive members of the 
community. 

These are the kinds of thoughts that led 
Jerry Johnson to spend more than a year of 
his time, energy, and ambition to bring a 
successful automotive vocational training 
program to the Draper Dungeon. Because 
of his efforts, and substantial donations 
from Ford and Chrysler, the Salt Lake 
Community College now provides a top- 
notch training program here at Southpoint. 
Jerry Johnson is assisted by John Roberts, 
Bill Booth, and Deron Hutchinson, Both 
Roberts and Booth have extensive 
experience in automotives. Hutchinson 
handles Pell Grants for the inmates and 
coordinates work at the prison with the on- 
campus program at SLCC. 

When the program first started, Johnson 
was told that he was to do the best he could 
without vehicles. The prison security staff 
was concerned about cars being brought to 
the prison from the outside. Johnson said in 
our interview that trying to teach automotive 
skills without the benefit of a car was like 
trying to teach surgery without the benefit 
of a body. The inmates needed a hands-on 
experience to go along with classroom 
curriculum. He contacted the Program 
Action Committee, which included 


representatives 

f) Tyyoe mM 
dealerships 

and franchise 
holders in the 
industry to find 

out what they 
thought he 
should teach. He 

was told to teach 
electricity, 
electronics, and 
driveability. With 
that information, 
he designed 
component boards 
so that the inmate 
students could 
learn the basics of 
electricity and 
electronics. Those 
component boards 
are still being used 
and are a 
learning tool. 

To solve the problem of no vehicles, 
Johnson had students from the SLCC 
campus rebuild “junked” engines and mount 
them on steel frames. These engines run 
and are at ye level, so the student can have 
access to all of the parts. There are five 
mock-up engines currently in use at the 
center. It was an ingenious idea that solved 
a very difficult problem. 

Finally, the prison relented and gave 
permission for vehicles to be brought in to 
the facility. Ford donated a new Taurus, 
and Chrysler gave a new Acclaim. These 
cars give inmates an opportunity to work on 
new systems with state-of-the-art equipment 
and vehicles. 


great 


The instructors 
and inmate 
staff, from left 
to right: top— 
Howard 
Nelson, George 
Halstead, John 
Rob erts, Gary 
Rupp, and Bill 
Booth; 
bottom— Paul 
Gardunio, 
Terry 
Duncombe, 
and Robert 
Martinez. 
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VOCATIO 
TRAINING. 


In addition to outstanding instructors 
urriculum, James Tarr 
isalsoavailable to place successful students 


and state-of-the-art 


into jobs when they get out. Teaching, 
training, exposing students to modern 
techniques, and providing employment 
opportunities upon release from prison 
vocational training 
resource for inmates 


make the automotive 


program a complete 


who don’t call prison home and look 
forward to getting out and staying out. 


Paul Gardunio is one inmate who cantell 
you the benefits of the automotive VT 
program. Paul actually graduated from the 
program and used the skills in gainful 
employment with a local dealership on the 
outside. “The dealership was willing to 
give me a chance. I had a job and was 
making good income. A PV brought me 
back here, but they told me that I had ajob 
just the minute | walked out these gales. 
: I talked to Paul as he was studying new 
computer systems in the media center. That 
particular program is not availableanywherein 
thestate,excepthereat USP. Modemtechnology 
and study aids make the inmate student more 
work force than those who 


competent in the 
other automotive 


take courses offered in any u : 
training program. Paul verifiedtheinformal 
Afterall, he has actually seen the benefitsof ; 
program on the outside. Paul gave mea list 
jobs from the Department of Labor oe 
of Occupational Titles that inmatesarequ i ie 
for through the VT program. Part of that ls! 


shown on the next page. 
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Instructor and 
students from the 
left: top-Jerry 
Johnson, Greg 
Oliver, Theo 
Dickerson, Keith 
Trotter, James Ryan, 
Jimmy Cravens, 
Kenneth Bearclaw, 
and Ron Ivy; 
bottom-Brian 
Phillips, LLloyd 
McCallister, Samuel 
Garcia, Shane 
Miller, and Charles 


Scheduler, Maintenene, Automobile Tester 
Automobile Mechanic 
Repair—Service—Mechanic 
Service Station Mechanic 
Cooling—System—Mechanic 
Air Conditioning Mechanic 
Exhause—Emmissions 
Brake Repairer 
Carburetor Mechanic 
Front—end Mechanic 
Maintenance Mechanic 
Transmission Mechanic 

Tune—Up Mechanic 
Radiator Mechanic 
Spring—Repairer 
Brake Adjuster 
Clutch Rebuilder 
Fuel—Injection Servicer 
Clutch Inspector 
Instrument Repairer 
Generator—Starter Repairer 
Propulsion—Motor—Generator Repair 

Assembler 
New Car Mechanic 
Accessories Installer 
Muffler Installer 
Floor Service Worker 
Automotive Electrician 

Body Wirer 
Tire Repairer 
Taxi Servicer 
New Car Inspector 
Lube and Oil Specialist 


William Clayton, Dave Steele, and Art 
Oliver are inmate graduates who help as 
assistant instructors. Art Oliver explained 
to me that inmates in the program were 
proud of what they were learning and take 
care of the tools and equipment. They 
Consider this a real opportunity and feel 
fortunate to have it. Brian Phillips was 
working on a computer and said that he 


Watkins 
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felt comfortable going to work in a 
dealership when he got out. “No one,” he 
said, “is better prepared, or knows more 
thanme. Why wouldn’t] feel comfortable?” 
Terry Duncombe said that the book work is 
hard, but if you put in the work, you learn. 

Mr. Johnson indicated that the goal is to 
have a true Associate of Science Degree 
program at the prison. “Right now,” he 
said, “all we have is a certificate program. 
All of the work done here is transferable to 
the SLCC campus, where the inmates can 
continue as students and get a diploma, or 
an Associate of Science Degree. Paul 
Gardunio went to the campus and was 
given a great deal of help in transferring 
credits from the 


prison program to the 
college system. He 
said that it was hard 
because no one was 
there to really help 
him. The college staff 
was as helpful as 
possible, but it was 
still hard. He went on 
to explain that Deron 
Hutchinson does the 
work for the inmate. 
Now the transition 
from prison to 
college campus is 
smooth and 
effortless. 

If you are 


Civilian instructors and inmate 
assistants from left to right: top- 
Dave Steele, Mark Clingenpeel, 
Jerry Johnson Bill Booth; 
bottom—John Roberts, Art Oliver, 
and Bill Claytone 


interested in an 
opportunity that will help you establish 
yourself on the outside, get together with 
your caseworker and take a good look at 
the Automotive Vocational Training 
program. This may just be your chance at 
a great opportunity. 


The third 
quarter 
graduates 
from left to 
right-John 
Gonzales, 
Bill 
Clayton, 
Frank 
Powell, 
Phillip 
Varoz, and 
Dave Steele 


HIS PREMIER EDITION OF FELON’S FORUM 

cautions about phony money deals 

and tells you how to check on your 
personal credit rating. 


Beware Fake INFORMATION 


Benerits ON RELEASE FROM PRISON 


According to the Director of Public 
Inquiries for the Department of Health and 
Human Services, there is false and 
misleading information circulating in 
prisons throughout the country (apparently 
contained in newsletters) that incorrectly 
states that inmates are entitled to disability 
assistance when they are released. This is 
not true, but many inmates have been fooled 
and given false hope. Some have believed 
that as soon as they get out, they can apply 
for a supplementary income emergency 
benefit of $1,500 or fora monthly disability 
award of $310. All of this, unfortunately, 
is false. 

According to Delmar D. Dowling, Office 
of Public Inquiries Director, these 
newsletters promise that disability benefits 
are automatically granted because 
conviction of a crime is considered to be an 
“emotional disability”. 

The reality is quite different. In fact, 
there is a “Catch-22” that makes things 
worse for released inmates than for others 
in society. There are three qualifications 
for disability insurance: (1) You must be 
unable to do any substantially gainful work 
because of medical conditions which can 
be expected either to last for at least 12 
months, or result in death; (2) your 
impairment must be of such severity that 
you are unable to do the type of work in 
which you were previously engaged, and 
cannot do any other type of work 
considering your age, education and/or 


work experience; and (3) benefits can only 
be granted if your work experience fits 
certain criteria for duration of and 
recentness on you last job -- for instance, 
someone age 31 years or older applying for 
disability must have five years of work 
contributions to Social Security during the 
10-year period prior to becoming disabled. 

So this means that someone who becomes 
genuinely disabled in prison, let us say, 
who serves five years and a week, even if 
he previously worked prior to coming to 
prison, will not have worked 5 years of the 
previous '0 years in a job covered by 
disability, and hence would be denied 
benefits. ::nd guess what fellow citizens, 
prison labor is not counted toward your 
Social Security contributions! 

The only exception to this third 
requirement is the program that 
supplements the income of aged, blind, 
and disabled individuals whose income 
and resources are below specified amounts. 
For disability under this program, one must 
still meet the strict definitions set up for 
regular disability, but without the previous 
work requirement. Otherwise, you must 
be 65 years old to qualify for benefits on 
the basis of age. 

Felon’s Forumcontacted the Department 
of Health & Human Services to get this 
straight scoop. Their reply is reprinted on 
the next page to give you the details on 
qualifications for benefits. 

For further information you or your 
people may contact the Social Security 
system by telephone toll-free at (800) 772- 
1213 or (800) 2345-SSA. 


Even More Fake Facts 


W E HAVE ALSO BEEN INFORMED BY A 
reliable source about other fake 


newsletters circulating telling prisoners all 
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ON’S FORUM JS Now A pr GULAR 
feature in SouthPoint magazine. [+ 
will deal with inmate’ s questions about 
specific topics ofinterest whether related 
yon or dealing with potential 
difficulties whenreleased. Submissions 
may be mailed by prison mail to 
SouthPoint magazine, Wasatch 
Administration Corridor, or given to 
Roger LeFevre. Your questions are 
invited and encouraged. 


kinds of lies about goodies just waiting for 
them when they get out. Let’s face it, does 
it make the slightest bit of sense that a 
justice system that represses criminal 
offenders for their behavior is going totum 
around and be so generous the moment we 
are released? C’mon. 

These fake fact sheets claim that prisoners 
qualify as disadvantaged minorities and 
are entitled to various ex-offender rights 
and benefits—everything from loans and 
to a progran that gives $300 for 
every month served! One even claims 
there is a hotline set up to call and get Food 
Stamps (a hotline is usually a crisis 
information service). Most of these 
newsletters cite no sources to contact, but 
imply that government program personnel 
are ‘keeping secrets’ about these programs 


grants 


from inmates, and they advise you toexpect 
non-cooperation from agencies, and 
therefore to fight for your rig 
Don’t be taken in! The majority of these 
newsletters are sloppily done, with 
numerous spelling and typing errors, and 
often utilize language that doesn’t make 
any sense. Remember the old saying “Tit 
sounds to good to be true, it usually is. 


How To Protect Your Crepit 


N OUR PRESENT-DAY SOCIETY, un Is 

impossible to get away from the issue 

of credit. If youdon’thave any credit, 
or your’s is bad, you are going to 
added difficulties when you are release®. 
More and more conveneiences these days 
require credit cards. For instance, baie 
a car or ordering some things through t i 
mail usually require credit cards. If He 
want to buy acar or a house, your ability 
do so, and usually the interest rate charged, 


f i ave. 
will depend on the type of credit youl 
Continued on page “ 
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i DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH & HUMAN SERVICES 
3 Social Security Administration 
e 
a Region Vit 
Federal Office Building 
December 14, 1992 1961 Stout Street 


Denver CO 80294 
Mr. Roger S. LeFevre 
Post Office Box 250 
Draper, Utah 84020-0250 


Dear Mr. LeFevre: 


I am replying to your recent letter, I can understand your desire to receive financial assistance 
when you are released from prison. The Social Security Administration, however, administers no programs 
that pay benefits solely because an individual is being released from a correctional institution. 

Your request may be in response to an unofficial newsletter circulating in prisons throughout the 
country which provides misleading information about Social Security benefits and Supplemental Security 
Income (SSI) payments. The incorrect information contained in the newsletter has, unfortunately, given 
false hope to many prisoners. 

Once you are released, SSI may be payable if you have limited income and assets and: 


1. You have a physical or mental impairment so severe that it will make you unable to do any work for at 
least a year, or will cause your death; or 

2. You are legally blind, even with glasses; or 

3. You are age 65 or older. 


Social Security benefits may be payable if you have worked and paid into Social Security enough years 
(determined by your age and the date you became disabled or turned age 62), and: 


1. You have a physical or mental impairment so severe that it will make you unable to do any work for at 
least a year, or it will cause your death; or 

2. You are legally blind, even with glasses; or 

3. You are age 62 or older. 


If you meet the above requirements, Social Security benefits may also be payable to: 


1. Your child who is under age 18 or severely disabled; or 
2. Your wife who is age 62 or older, or is caring for your child who is under age 16 or severely disabled. 


If you think you would qualify for SSI or Social Security based on the above requirements, you 
should call Social Security’s toll-free telephone number, 1-800-772-1213. If you are severely disabled 
or over age 62 and you have dependents who could be paid based on your work, you should call Social 
Security immediately. 

If you apply for SSI or Social Security based on disability or blindness, you should be prepared to 
give Social Security a list of the doctors and hospitals who have information on your condition. You 
should also be prepared to give us proof of your age. 

This is an explanation of the SSI and Social Security programs and is not a formal determination of 
your individual rights to any benefits. If you want a formal determination with appeal rights, you 
should contact Social Security and apply for benefits. If you want additional information, call 1-800- 
Teak 

If you file an application for benefits within the next 60 days and are awarded benefits, this 
letter will ensure your entitlement at the earliest possible date. You should provide a copy of it to 
the Social Security office that handles your application. 

Thank you for your interest in the SSI and Social Security programs. 


Sincerely, 
NS ee vor? 


i 


| 
| { 


ea a ms 

ee 2 as 
Guadalupe Salina 
j Regional Commissioner 
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On DiscipLine 


& RECENTLY FINISHED Dr. Scott Peck’s THE 
Road Less Traveled and was impressed 
with his perspective on the subject of 
discipline. Peck opens his book with this 
notion: Life is a challenge, life is difficult. 
He relies, in part, on the first of Buddha’s 
Four Noble Truths: “Life is suffering.” I 
agree. When I came to understand that life 
is tough, Buddha’s concept helped me 
accept a treasure that allowed me to 
transcend the truth. Life no longer is difficult 
once I understood that life is difficult. 

We do not really see the truth in the 
difficulty of our lives. There is a tendency 
in most of us to bemoan the magnitude of 
our problems, our burdens, our crosses— 
as if to say it really should all be easy. 
Somehow we develop a sense that only we 
have problems. 

Life is hard. But do we want to cry about 
it, or do we want to solve our problems? 
Discipline is the basic ingredient required 
to solve life’s difficulties. Without it we 
can resolve nothing. Some discipline will 
help us solve some problems; total 
discipline can solve all problems. 

Facing our troubles is painful. Problems 
stir within us many, usually discomforting 
emotions. The pain caused by problems 
can be the very worst kind. It is the pain 
itself that has us call problems, problems. 
Since life is always full of problems, life is 
always hard—full of the pain and happiness 
of it all, too. 

Our lives take on meaning through the 
daily challenge of meeting and confronting 
our problems. Our challenges represent the 


threshold that distinguishes between 
success and failure. Problems cause us to 
develop courage and wisdom. It is because 
of our troubles that we grow mentally and 
spiritually. When we want to grow, we 
challenge our spirit and our capacity to 
solve problems, just as we intentionally set 
up problems for out children to solve. It is 
through ccnfrontation of problems that we 
learn. Benjamin Franklin said, “Those 
things that hurt, instruct.” Wisdom dictates 
that we shculd welcome both out problems 
and their attendant pain. 

Fearing pain, most of us would avoid our 
problems. We put things off, hoping the 
thing will go away. We pretend the issue 
does not exist and bury our heads in the 
sand. Some of us use drugs to numb the 
pain. We side-step problems rather than 
face them head-on. We look for the easy, 
quick way to get out of the suffering. 

This tendency to dodge problems and 
the pain that goes withthem is the genesis 
of mental illness. Since the majority has 
this tendency to one degree or another, 
most of us are in some way mentally ill. 
Some of us will go to extreme lengths to 
circumvent our problems and the suf: fering 
they cause, venturing off into the north- 
forty away from all common sense and 
logic to find the easy way out. We can 
create fantastic illusions in order not to 
face reality. Carl Jung said, “Neurosis is 
always a substitute forlegitimate suffering.” 

The neurosis eventually becomes more 
painful than the legitimate suffering it was 
intended to avoid. The neurosis becomes 
the big problem. Fortunately, some find 
the courage to face this and begin—usually 
with some professional help—to experience 
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legitimate suffering. Growth js stunted 
when we avoid problems. Grounded in this 
reasoning is that in chronic mental illness 
our growth is arrested: We become Stuck, 
Without the necessary healing, the human 
spirit begins to wane 

Thus we must instill within the means 
for succeeding in mental and spiritual 
grown. We must learn to suffer. We must 
learn the value of suffering, to face our 
problems, and experience the pain. Within 
discipline are the fundamental tools 
required to solve our problems. Discipline 
is a technique for suffering. According to 
Dr. Peck, “When we teach ourselves and 
our children discipline, we are teaching 
them and ourselves how to suffer and also 
how to grow. What are these tools called 
discipline? There are four: delaying 
gratification, acceptance of responsibility, 
dedication [to the] truth, and [the] balancing 
{of our lives].” 

These are not complex tools. In fact they 
are so simple, most children are proficient 
in their use by the age of ten. Yet, to their 
continuing demise, men and women from 
all walks of life forget to utilize them. We 
mustuse these tools. They make us confront 
pain. Inthe months to come we will analyze 
these tools and how to use them to our 
benefit. Their application is called love. 
Love will be ourtopic next month.—Roger 
LeFevre 


INMATES SPEAK TO 
Youth Groups 


HAT WOULD YOU TELL A GROUP OF KIDS 
W: have started down the road of 
crime that leads inevitably to the Utah 
State Prison? Waddell Harper, Fred Otero, 
Tom Peters, and David Crosby had the 
opportunity on Wednesday, June 16th to 
speak to a group of young offenders from 
the Juvenile Court and the Primary 
Children’s Medical Center Inpatient 
Psychiatric Unit. This was part ofaprogram 
spearheaded by Captain John Cc; Powers tS 
have inmates speak to groups from the 
>ommunity. ; 
: The Sie were very clear in they 
remarks and spoke directly to the kids. 
There were no attempts to intimidate, OF 
“scare straight.” The conversation was as 
intelligent interaction between inmates a 
had a story to tell and kids who had a ne 
to hear it. 


ing in your 
“If you could change anything in y 
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past,” one boy on the back row asked, 
“what would it be?” 

Without exception each of the inmate 
speakers agreed that they would make 
different choices. When you make the 
wrong choices, you have to suffer the 
consequences. Prison is a tough 
consequence, but it is what you get when 
you begin making wrong choices. The kids 
were told that their juvenile record would 
not leave them and if they came to prison, 
that record would be used to determine 
their level of freedom. 

The meeting was held in the Wasatch 
visiting room and lasted nearly three hours. 
Allof the questions that came from the kids 
were to the point. All of them centered 
around what the inmates would do if they 
had a chance to be out and if they would 
ever come back. The inmates were sincere. 
None wanted to come back. All missed 
family. One boy asked what the inmates 
liked about prison. “Nothing,” quipped 
Waddell. “There ain’t nothing to like.” 

Kids don’t understand how the choices 
they are making now will impact the rest of 
their lives. When asked if he got anything 
from doing his speech, Waddell Harper 
said, “No, this is volunteer work, but if I 
can keep just one kid from coming here, I 
will consider everything I’ve had to go 
through worth it.” 

If you are interested in helping groups 
from the community understand that prison 
is no picnic and that the life of an inmate is 
not a paid vacation, contact Captain John 
Powers and get involved. If you, or any of 
us, can keep someone else out, what a 
worthwhile thing that would be—Craig 
Leavitt 


Soon 


A: USP Numpers PUSH PAST THE 22,000 
mark I find myself feeling more than 
alittle bit strange. Years ago I was gladtosee 
the numbers climb far and away from my 
own 17,043. I felt certain that as the numbers 
shot toward the sky sooner or later I would 
have to be one of those numbers “pushed 
Out” of the system. Of this I felt certain. 
That was 1988. As the years passed, I was 
Certain that soon I would be the number to be 
cycled out next. I felt certain that the science 
of numbers was, indeed, on my side. Still 
Nothing and on the numbers kept coming. A 
vast human sea of blue-shirted 18,000s, 
19,000s, and then the magic barrier of 20,000! 
Now, Surely, something would have to 


give. It did. The department of corrections 
decided to give me a new address . . . in 
Gunnison. This was not initially what I had 
planned with the advent of the 20,000th 
member of Club DOC. Still, I remained 
faithful to my original concept of unlimited 
numbers-vs-finite bed space. Carl Seagan 
and I would yet conquer the riddle of my 
incarceration by the power of numbers. 

As days and new inmate inductions passed, 
I felt a new sense of personal power. My day 
must come soon! In the middle of the night I 
was told to pack-up and prepare to return to 
Draper and Wasatch. This must, undoubtedly, 
be the call. 

So I thought nearly a year ago and still 
nothing. Well, I shouldn’t say nothing. I have 
begun tonoticesubtlechanges around me. Like 
the block lieutenant placing my name above 
my cell ratherthananumber. ..inalong lasting 
enamel. And my caseworker saying that she 
would just have “copies” of my 
reassessment made and I could sign 
them all at once .. . just to save the 
trips. Then the medical staff asked if I 
would mind giving blood for a long- 
long term study. Should I be upset by 
this stuff? Well, I’m not going to worry 
about it, at least not until I see some 
young punk with 50000 on his c).est. 
Then...I’m going to start to worry.— 
Dean Christensen 


Victim EMPATHY 


i SEEN THE FEAR, HUMILIATIN AND PAIN OF 
rape victims. I’ve heard victims express 
their anger towards the rapist, the police, 
society, and even family members for 
feelings of being revictimized. I believe 
our society must learn to be empathetic and 
supportive of victims of sexual assault, so 
as not to revictimize them. 

Rape is not confined to women; anyone 
can be the victim of rape. Although, 
according to James Coleman and Donald 
Cressey, “Most victims of forcible rape are 
women. ...” My focus, consequently, will 
be on women victims of rape. 

Imagine what a woman feels as she is 
forced to submit sexually to her rapist. 
Think of the fear, humiliation, shock, and 
disbelief she feels. Picture her fear and her 
outrage toward her rapist for violating her 
most private parts. Victims often cry as 
their sense of safety and security is 
shattered, leaving them feeling defiled, 
humiliated, and terrified. 

During the rapevictims often tremble at 


19 CeiisdaD 


the thought of being physically injured, 
mutilated, ormurdered. Following the rape 
physical symptoms of victims range from 
general soreness to specific soreness at the 
point of assault, such as the throat, chest, 
arms, legs, vagina, and rectum. Emotional 
reactions following rape include 
humiliation, degradation, guilt, shame, and 
embarassment. These emotions are 
compounded by feelings of self-blame, 
leaving the victim believing, somehow, 
she could have prevented this from 
happening to her. 

Rape is a serious problem in the United 
States and is on the rise. In an article by The 
Associated Press, the FBI reports: “The 
number of reported forcible rapes increased 
by two percent last year; this translates into 
about 108,730 rape victims.” 

In another article by Arn Shackelford 
says, “Forcible rape occurs every five 
minutes in the United States.” 

These are frightening statistics that 
should concern all of society. The authors, 
James Coleman and Donald Creesey, 
report: “Sexual assault is a major and 
persistent problem for most American 
women. Of 930 women in one study, forty- 
four percent reported having been the 
victims of a rape or an attempted rape at 
sometime in their lives, and about a quarter 
of the more than 100,000 women who 
responded to a Cosmopolitan magazine 
survey said they had been raped at least 
once.” 

The original trauma to rape victims is 
heart rending, but the victimization doesn’t 
stop there. Most victims are repeatedly 
revictimized. The common attitude of 
society is accusatory towards the victim. 
The police are skeptical and probe deeply 
to see if the victim was really raped, or if 
she in some way encouraged the sexual 
contact. Next comes the hospital for an 
examination to collect evidence. Rape 
victims are often treated callously in this 
setting and suffer additional humiliation. 
Anexample of this is given by A. Nicholas 
Groth who quotes an actual rape victim: 

“I was just a mess, really feeling like I 
looked like a mess, and really feeling like 
everybody in that crowded visiting room 
knew what had happened.” 

At this point the rape victim was led to an 
examining roomand left alone. She heard nurses 
laughing outside the door and thought, “How 
come they’re doing this? Don’t they know what 
just happened to me? Are they laughing at me? 
I started to have another relapse, being very 
upset, and I started to cry.” 
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Next the victim heard a man outside her 
door speaking derogatorily to the 
policeman, “Oh, another one?” Imagine 
the guilt and shame this victim felt hearing 
this. She states: “I really needed someone 
with a little bit more compassion to take 
care of me at this point, but I didn’t get it.” 

The victimization continued, and, following 
the examination, she was taunted while sitting 
in the police car, as if she were a criminal being 
arrested. Their reaction again added to her 
feelings of being humiliated and judged, again 
being victimized. 

This victim’s parents arrived the 
following day, and she broke down and 
sobbed. Later, her parents escorted her to 
the police station for questioning. 

A. Nicholas Groth said: “Her story was 
tape recorded, and through itall for several 
hours a bright light was kept shining in her 
face, which made her feel like a criminal 
under interrogation.” 

This victim continued to be revictimized 
by the criminal justice system having to 
attend a line up to identify her assailant. 
then hearing her rapist was free on bail, 
followed by several court appearances. She 
exclaimed: “I was really, really frightened 
about seeing this man again. I just did not 
want to see him, and I was a wreck.” 

In this case the rapist was acquitted and 
the victim said: “It just left me feeling sick 
about the whole judicial system. . . | was 
feeling very helpless.” 

This victim expressed feelings of being 
“raped again” by the judicial system. 

There are several myths about rape that 
contribute to the problems victims of sexual 
assault face. Claire M. Renzetti and Daniel 
J. Curran compiled a list of Common Rape 
Myths. They will be revedaled in next 
month’s edition—Stefen Van Dam 


DECRIMINALIZE Drucs? 


A: AMERICA’S PRISONS CONTINUE T0 FILL, 
‘ver nearing the bursting point, our 
nations courts have been rendered impotent 
by sheer numbers. As the madness builds 
within the court system chaos and violence 
tule the streets of most major cities in the 
US. 

The police forces of the country are now 
easily outnumbered one hundred to one by 
America’s street gangs. These same gangs 
now carry fire-power, in the form of 
automatic rifles and pistols, surpassing any 
of the weapons now available to the local 
cop on the beat. The same beat where 


America’s greatest battle is now being 
fought, a battle that is being lost. Perhaps 
the greatest tragedy of this whole sad 
chapter in U.S. history is the reality that the 
fight need neither be so brutal nor so costly 
to it’s people. 

The time has come for the people of the 
United States of America to make the only 
single decision that can place law 
enforcement and the country back on 
course. That decision is not if we shall 
decriminalize drugs in this country, but 
when. 

There is no question in the minds of law 
enforcement across the nation today that 
drug abuse accounts for more than seventy 
percent of the street crime now plaguing 
every large city in the U.S.. Eighty-five 
percent of those crimes are committed by 
men and women who are addicted to crack 
cocaine, cocaine, and heroin and any 
number of prescription drugs just as 
powerful and addictive. 

How long can our nation turn a blind eye 
to the destruction of our most treasured 
natural resource—our children. We have 
already lost one generation to drugs and the 
violence. Shall this be the legacy we leave 
behind? The youth of America has given 
it’s innocence to the pushers who act as 
death dealers for the giant cocaine and 
heroin cartels. 

The teen-age hooker working the street 
has become an all too common sight in this 
country. Ultra-violent robberies, for crack 
money, are so numerous in most cities that 
they are no longer covered by the media— 
not unless they so violent as to startle the 
jaded minds of our nation’s victims-to-be. 
The newspapers and television news 
broadcasts pick and choose the most brutal 
and bloody of each day’s drug-related 
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carnage. We have taken to whistling in the 
dark, and we have forgotten that death does 
truly lurk in society’s drug infested 
shadows. 

Cocaine, for export to the U.S., has now 
become the largest cash crop for several 
South American countries. The real power 
of the South American drug cartels is that 
of the almighty American dollar. To regain 
control of American streets and cities from 
these drug-lords you need only remove 
their profits from narcotic sales. No matter 
what you might think, there are no 
philanthropists in the drug business. Take 
the huge profits out of the drug trade and 
the greedy serpents who feed on the weak 
and the young will slither on to the next 
profiteering trap. 

The connection between crime and drug 
addiction cannot be denied, not unless we, 


as a country, are willing to accept the pain 
and suffering of the next generation as 
payment for our generation's pride. It is 
this sense of false pride that now drives the 
powers that be to continue a course that no 
longer serves sanity or the good of the 
American people. If this Nation is yet to 
prevail we must seek new answers to the 
old problems that now face us. We know, 
as a matter of past record, that the current 
approach to combating drug addiction in 
this country has failed. Accountants and 
law enforcement agencies across the 
country must deal with the current failure 
of the system. If the plan is not working 
then why do we continue to “stay the 
course” of a worthless plan? We may not, 
for sure, know the best direction to take in 
this war against addiction, but we do know 
that the plans of the recent past have not 
achieved even the smallest degree of 
success. The cocaine on the streets of 
America today is cheaper and of a higher 
narcotic content than the cocaine of ten 
years ago. This, no matter what you are 
told on TV docu-style police programs. 

By allowing those who are addicted to 
narcotics to pay the real price for the drugs 
rather than the inflated pusher’s price the 
incentive tocommit crimes for drug money. 
No matter the personal harm that might 
befall the addict the harm to innocent 
members of society would begin to 
decrease. 

The time to begin this bold new approach 
to combating drug addiction is now. We, as 
Americans, must now look to ourselves to 
control this plague of drugs. We have 
blamed the suppliers of narcotics, for the 
weaknesses of those who consume them. 
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If we are to survive this foolishness must 
end. 

The power structure of the nation’s 
government (the endorsement arm of the 
People’s will) must recognize the hard 
facts facing law enforcement officials and 
taxpayers. The dragon of crime feeds upon 
drug addicts. This fact is often confused in 
an attempt to support the Status quo. If 
drug dealers charged theiraddicted clientele 
the “real” price of heroin or cocaine, rather 
than the incredibly inflated price, drug 
related crimes (or drug/dollar related 
crimes) would begin to fall rapidly. If there 
were ever to be a strongest case for supply 
and demand market thinking, the cocaine 
industry would be that case. <f 

It is time for this nation to realistically 
evaluate those of it’s citizens who are 
addicted and thereby incapacitated by 
substance abuse. We need to have sure 
numbers of addicts and the types of drugs 
these men and women are using. We need 
to know the size of the problems we are 
facing. 

These men and women could support 
themselves and their habits performing 
simple tasks for government operations. 
Tasks such as assembly, packaging, or 
other low-risk tasking. To those who scoff 
atsuch a plans “low” productivity, let them 
visit any minimum or medium security 
prison. Ina most real light these are the two 
basic choices available today for those 
who are addicted. 

Although the numbers are not plentiful, 
the records seem to indicate that those 
addicted to “hard” narcotics for more than 
four years, will never be drug free for the 
rest of their lives. If we know this, why 
don’t we accept it and plan around it rather 
than building up a police state which we 
can neither afford nor tolerate. For some 
reason the United States of America seems 
certain that all Americans will fit into a 
“All American Apple Pie” mould. It simply 
isnot the case. Some Americansare, indeed, 
junkies. 

These American junkies, all too often, 
were created in places like; Viet-Nam and 
Korea. Places where they fought wars 
because politicians said it was the right 
thing to do. These men and women lost 
their souls trying to do the right thing. 
Upon return to this country they were 
ostracized and relegated to the nations 
underground. Many U.S. Servicemen 
became addicts while fighting for us, for 
their troubles they were made criminals 
and out casts —Dean Christensen 
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ERE WE HAVE A GROUP OF WORDS THAT DEAL WITH A WIDE RANGE OF SUBJECTS. 
Knowing what they mean can give you a better understanding of the world 
around us, and will enable you to discuss different topics more intelligently. 

See how well you can do and increase your knowledge. 


1. per se (per say)«A. as if B. just the way it is C. because D. by or in itself 
2. cavernous (Kav ur nus)«A. cave like B. full C. echoing D. insatiable 


3. amenities (uh men uh teez)«A. inducement B. prayers C. agreements D. pleasant 
qualities 


4. bona fide (bohn uh fyd)«A. with optimism B. free C. in good faith d. costly 
5. bistro (bee stroh)«A. type of drink B. small restaurant C. prison D. balcony 
6. fakir (fay kur)«A. liar B. magic rope C. holy man D. teacher 

7. hawk (hahk)«A. to sell B. complain C. challenge authority D. intimidate 


8. per diem (per dee uhm)«A. over and over again B. gradually C. for the moment D. by 
the day 


9. catacomb (kat ah kohm)«A. lion’s cage B. underground cemetery C. object to arrange 
hair D. Greek ruins 


10. multifaceted (mul ty fas i ted)«A. two faced B. spinter C. having many aspects D. 
inventive 


11. inadvertent«A. untidy B. unintentional C. blundering D. joyful 


12. basilica (Baa sil ih kuh)«A. country home B. ancient church building C. arched 
passageway D. medicine 


13. status Quo (stat us kwo)«A. existing condition B. precedent C. summ total D. holy 
decree 


14. gradient (gray dee unt)«A. hint B. ray of light C. slope D. friendship 
15. glen«A. dense forest B. narrow valley C. cleared area D. desert hill 
16. swale«A. thick underbrush B. section of fallen trees C. barren land D. low lying area 


17. infrastructure (in fruh struk chur) «A. the way an organization is put together B. great 
damage C. partition D. law option 


18. morass«A. abyss B. mossy spot C. gloomy region D. bog 
19. labyrinth (laa buh rinth)«A. junction B, tomb C. maze D. journey 


20, vista«A. exhilition B. mirage C. view D. summit 


answers on page 28 
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Rainsows 


Shawn Blake 


Where do I find their ends, 
What could possibly be there, 
Beautiful colors all in a row 
As an arc ona rainy day. 


Rainbows— 

Rainbows in the night. 

I search and never find, 

Although I know they are there, 

The blackness hides my find. 

But I did not know 

Black is all the colors just seen at once. 

So when I look into a rainy night I 
remember 

That I am part of the rainbow. 


Rainbows— 

I know why they are; 

God made the rainbow as a promise to 
Noah 

That he wouldn’t flood the earth again. 

That’s why we see them after it rains. 


Rainbows— 

I finally found the end to my rainbow; 
The search was hard for me. 

I got lost for many years, 

And then I found the path to the end. 
The most valuable prize I could desire 
Was what I found. 

It was an angel at the end— 

The most beautiful treasure in the world— 
That angel was you; 

With all my love 

I finally found you. 


Wee or Puriry 


Redelk Ironhorse Thomas 


Eagle soars high upon the sky 

As wolfboy seeks what he cannot find. 

As water is to life, so is fire to the 
wood— 

Springing forth existence from void. 

Who knew that 

It would be born—only to die in 
shadows of an amber. 

Spirit dances through the trees looking to 
lay % 

Its head to rest as the glass of time 

Turns to stillness. Wolfboy leaps through 
the windows of é 

Yesterday, grasping onto threads of 

Scarlet memories, 


Gently touching the snow laden peaks of 
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Forgotten sorrows. 

Kejo! Kejo! cries spiderwoman as she 
spins 

The silk of purity into the ambered vials 
of power. 


To spin a web of gold to silk in exchange 

For the rotted soul of greed 7 

Pays a price indeed. 

Wolfboy falls from the sky of jewels as 
the 

Golden web is spun, only to become 

Trapped in time forever. 

Eagle lands upon her perch, while a 
forgotten 

Spirit echos in the mist—only to be 

Drowned in tears of anguish. 

The yellowed sunfather fades to night as 
the 

Moons of despair sparkle in the heavens. 

Stars play together in joyful dance as 

Wolfboy breathes the air of birth of that 


Which sought was found. 


As the spirit of greed lies in wait 
Forever in the web of purification. 


Hi! My Frienp 


by Dave Smith and John Jones 


Hi! My friend, just wanted to say, hi! 
I just want to be with you, with no good- 
bye. 


I lay awake every night, 
Wanting to hold you so very tight. 


Hi! my friend, I want to spend with you 
so much time. 

When we can’t see each other, please 
just drop a line. 


I know we will be together someday 
soon, 

We will walk together in the grass and 
see the flowers bloom. 


You are in my mind and heart everyday. 
“T will love you forever” is what I will 
always say. 


Please stay close. Forgive me If I do 
wrong to you, my friend. 

You are number one to me. Our special 
love will never end. 


So, Hi! my friend. I'll take you with me 
all day long. 

When you are at home with me, we'll 
sing a happy song. 
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THe Beaury 
OF A ROSE 


by Charles Bozeman 


The beauty of a rose, 

Is like no other. 

Yet, even with all its beauty, 
It is still compared with pain. 


For nothing can mend 

A broken heart, 

Or fill sorrow with joy, 

More than the beauty of a rose. 


THe Dance 


by Charles Bozeman 


I've been all ‘round this great big world 
And seen all kinds of things. 

But, the prettiest thing I ever did see 
Was you smiling at me. 


I looked across the dance floor 
To see what I could see; 

I looked into your big hazel eyes, 
And you were just looking at me. 


I floated across the floor, 

And asked if you would dance with me. 
When you said, “Most certainly,” 

You led me to my destiny. 


It was during that first dance; 

T'was the start of a beautiful romance. 
Now that time has gone by, 

Tknow I'll be happy all of my life. 


THe SEARCH 


by Charles Bozeman 


I’ve searched the world over, 

To find the one lady I could love. 

I've searched far and wide, 

I thought this I would do, till the day I 
died. 


Ata club called 90, 

Tat last found true love. 
Tapproacahed her for a dance, 
And at last found true romance. 


At first it was rough, 

And then it got a laugh. 

But after all was said and done, 
We both had a lot of fun. 


Her love is like no other, 


For a love like this comes only once. 
She is a beautiful lover, 
And never was there a better Mother. 


She takes such care of her children; 
They always come before her. 

She stands by her man, 

And gives all her heart for his hand. 


Now that my search is over, 
Thave only this to say 

It was worth the wait, 

To find a true love to be my mate. 


E ON_AND 
HE TEW FREE 


Roy D. J. Droddy 


This is the light of the mind, cold and 
planetary. 

The trees of the mind are black. The light 
is blue. 

The grasses unload their griefs on my 
feet as if I were God, 

Prickling my ankles and murmuring of 
their humility. , 

Fumy, spiritous mists inhabit this place 

The heart is a red-bell-bloom, in dis ress. 

Iam so small 

In comparison to these organs! 

I worm and hack in a purple wilderness. 


The blood is a sunset. I admire it. 

I am up to my elbows in it, red and 
squeaking. 

Still it seeps up, it is not exhausted. 

So magical! A hot spring 

I must seal off and let fill 
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The intricate, blue piping under this pale 
marble. 

How I admire the Romans— 

Aquaducts, the baths of Caracalla, the 
eagle nose! 

The body is a Roman thing. 

It has shut its mouth on the stone pill of 
repose. 


It is a statue the orderlies are wheeling 
off. 

Ihave perfected it. 

Tam left with an arm or a leg, 

A set of teeth, or stones 

To rattle in a bottle and take home, 

And tissue in slices—a pathological 
salami. 

Tonight the parts are entombed in an 
icebox. 

Tomorrow they will swim 
In vinegar like saints relics. 

Tomorrow the patient will have a clean, 
pink plastic limb. 


Over one bed in the ward, a small blue 
light 

Announces a new soul, The bed is blue. 

Tonight, for this person, blue is a 
beautiful color. 

The angels of morphia have borne him up. 

He floats an inch from the ceiling, 

Smelling the dawn drafts. 

I walk among sleepers in gauze 
sarcophagi. 

The red night lights are flat moons. They 
are dull with blood. 

I am the sun, in my white coat, 

Gray faces, shuttered by drugs, follow 
me like flowers. 


Doug Bishop 


Movies— 


74. Edward G. Robinson plays an over- 
age bank clerk who goes to war and 
comes home a hero in this film. 


75, Louis Malles’ film concerns the 
sexual initiation of a 15-year old boy and 
his loving incestuous relationship with 
his mother. 


76. This was Gary Cooper’s last film. It 
co-starred Deborah Kerr. 


77. Elaine May is an accident-prone 
botanist and Walter Mattheau the cad 
who wants to marry her in this comedy. 


78.This film was the project Marlyn 
Monroe was involved in at the time of 
her death. 


79, Ernest Borgnine won an Oscar for 
his performance as a lonely man in 
search of love in this film. 


80. Chester Morris plays a reformed 
safecracker who aids the police in the 
popular series that began with this picture. 


81. Jon Voight and Dustin Hoffman co- 
starred in this sordid tale of 42nd St. 
hustlers. 


82. Peter Sellers adopts Ringo Starr and 
sets out to prove that anyone can be 
bought in this farce. 


83. Ingmar Bergman filmed this 
performance of the famed Mozart Opera 
in 1973. 


84. This gap-toothed British comedian 
appears in films such as How To Murder 
Your Wife and Make Mine Mink. 


85. David Bowie comes to Earth to 
discover a source of water for his 


drought-struck planet in this excellent 
science-fiction film. 


86. Roger Moore is 007 in this, the 8th 
James Bond film. Our favorite Agent 
must dispose of a heroin smuggling 
operation. 


87. Can you name the stars of Sidney 
Lumet’s screen adaptation of Eugene 
O’Neill’s Long Day's Journey Into 
Night? 


88. Woody Allen parodies almost every 
Russian novel in the story of a bumbler 
trying to stay out of the Napoleonic 
wars. He falls in love with Diane Keaton. 


89. This was Elvis’ first movie. 


90. Ali MacGraw and Ryan O’Neal fall 
in love despite their differences in this 
film. 


91. They played Ma and Pa Kettle in the 
popular series. 


92. Greer Garson and Walter Pidgeon 
starred in this film about the disoverers 
of radium. 


93. Michael Caine and Anthoney Quinn 
star in this tale of the occult set in the 
Aegean. 


94. Charles Laughton swears to hunt 
prisoner Fredric March to the ends of the 
Earth in the screen adaptation of Victor 
Hugo’s novel. 
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95. Sidney Poitier winds up helping Lilia 
Skala and some nuns build a chapel in 
this award-winning film. 


96. Arthur Penn’s film of the only 
survivor of the Little Big Horn, Dustin 
Hoffman, includes most of the history of 
the settling of the West. 


97. Katharine Hepburn, Joan Bennett, 
and Frances Dee star in this screen 
version of Louisa May Alcott’s classic. 


98. Robert De Niro falls in love with 
Ingrid Boulting because she resembles 
his late wife in this screen adaptation of 
an F. Scott Fitzgerald novel. 


99. Jack Hawkins is an ex-army officer 
who assembles his men one last time, for 
a robbery in this comedy. 


100. Bob Hope and Marilyn Maxwell 
star in this comedy about a race-track 
hanger-on who owes the syndicate a 
fortune. 


101. Dustin Hoffman plays the seminal, 
harrassed comic of the title in this drama. 


102. Barbara Hershey, Richard Thomas, 
Bruce Davison, and Cathy Burns play 
teen-agers finding out about life during a 
summer on Fire Island in this film. 


103. Alain Resnais directed this art- 
house classic about an elusive symbolic 
trio who cannot decide if they’ve ever 
met. 


104. Robert Benton directed this film 
about an aging detective and a spaced- 
out younger woman who solve the death 
of an old friend. Art Carney and Lily 
Tomlin star in this movie. 


105. Deanna Durbin sees a murder 
committed and investigates on her own 
when no one will believe what she has 
witnessed. 


106. Jack Nicholson and Otis Young are 
Navy Police sent to pick up Randy 
Quaid. Nicholson and Young decide to 
show the kid a good time before they 
turn him in, though. 


107. Randolph Scott and Binnie Barnes 
star in this settler-drama about the 
French-Indian War. 


UPE 
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1. Female enlistee 
4. Baby’s bed 
8. Incan homeland 
12. Self 
13. Actress Hayworth 
14. Son of Seth 
15. Lots, as of fun 
16. Fruit drinks 
17. Ceramic square 
18. Any 
20. Avoids 
22. Decline 
24. Son of Adam 
25. Docile 
26. Pesky insect 
27. Atlas feature 
30. So be it! 
31. Lubricate 
32. Gawk 
33. Four-poster 
34. China plaything 
35. Legal claim 
36. Constructed 
37. Inclines 
38. Serious 
41. Curved 
42. Give forth 
43. Greek vowels 
45. Likely 
48. Duration 


52.“__and Lovers 
53. Tennis barrier 


Down 

1. Damp 

2. Past 

3. Eaten 

4. Muscle ache 

5. Amusement park feature 
6. Inhabitant: suffix 


. Diamond game 

. Blossom’s segment 
. Arthurian lady 

. Actor’s part 

. Applications 

. Sign 

. Animal doctor, for short 
. Attempt 

. Ineffectual 

. Like an old woman 
. Virtue 

. Affirm 

. Imitated 

. Cages 

. Valley 

. Water barrier 

. Measuring device 

. Assays 

. Groups 


Fail to include 


. Bean or city 
. Horse’s home 
. Also 


Edgar Allen __ 
Egyptian king, for short 


Across 
1. “That Certain __” (1938 film) 
4, “Happy Days” actress 
9, Locale of “Golden Girls”: abbr. 
12. Actress Witherspoon 
14.“__ in the Head” (1959 film): 2 wds 
15. “True __” (1969 film) 
16, Actress Markey . original name Jane) 
17. Michael or Ger rge 
18. Reporter Lois___ 
19. “The __ Was Indescreet (1947 film) 
21. The __ of Iwo Jima” (1949) film 
22. Actress Munson of “GWTW” 
23. “The Night __ Eyes” 
24, Actress Marjorie of “Stella Dallas” 
27. 1979 David Soul film: 2wds 
33, Comedian Dean __ 
35, Actress Thompson et al 
36. “__Got a Secret” 
37. Alan or Robert 
38. More unusual 
40. Actor Burl 
41. TV’s 66, e.g.: abbr. 
42. Backwater 
43. Arthur Godfrey's “___Scouts” 
45, 1953 film with Actor Cameron: 2wds 
48. Singer Diana 
49, Larry’s friend 
50. Actress Joanne of “Wagon Master” 
52, “The Enemy ___” (1957 film) 
55, 1927 Buster Keaton film with “The” 
60. “__in my Heart” (1933 film) 
61. Ruth or Susan 
64, __Jill Miller of “Gimme a Break” 
65. “What’s My _?” 
66. On to 
67. Comedian Kamen 
68. Jolson and namesakes 
69. Actress Sharon of “Cagney & Lacy” 
70. “Meet John __” (1941 film) 


Down 


1.“Four____,” 1950's singing group 
2.“___ Are the Days” (1963 film) 
3. Actress Gray 
4,“ Fire” (1957 film): 2 wds 
5. Maureen and Catherine 
6. __ Serling’s “The Twilight Zone” 
7. Tavem brew 
8. King Saul’s grandfather 
9. Ollie’s pal 
10. Peter__ Hayes 
11. Actor Roscoe 
13. 1961 Hayward film 
15. “The __ Menagerie” (1950 film) 
20. Singer Tennille 
21. Waterston and Elliott 
23. “Dear _” (1964 film) 
24. “The __ Story” (1953 film) 
25. Eve or Mary 
26. Carol _ White 
28. Terri __ (Priscilla Bames TV role) 
29. Grant or Majors 
30. “Private __” (1931 film) 
31. Props for Julia Child 
32. “__ Pilot” (1938 film) 
33. “Presenting Lily _” (1943 film) 
34. Actor Nick of “48 Hours” 
39. “The Dynamic _” (Batman and Robin) 
40. Labor initial 
42. “The __ Queen” (1959 film) 
44,“ for Your Money” (1949 film): 2 wds 
46. “That's __” (Martin song from “The Caddy”) 
47. Buchanan and Barrier 
51. Auberjonois and Clair 
52. Lugosi or Bartok 
53. “The __ Mind” (1934 film) 
54, Camera part 
56. “A Nightmare on __ Street” (1984 film) 
57. “__ on Rommel” (1971 film) 
58. A Guthrie 
59. “The __ George Apley” (1947 film) 
61. Dusting cloth for “Hazel” 
62. “The __ and the Pussycat” (1970 film) 
63. Actress West. 
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Black to move 
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HIS WILL BE MY LAST ISSUE AS EDITOR OF 

the Chess Corner. | thought I would 

give someone else a chance, and Dan 
Shaffer has graciously agreed to take over. 

In cleaning out my files I found an 
assortment of tactical positions which make 
up this issue’s column 

My thanks to those of you who have 
submitted games and positions over the 
last year and a half. I'm sure Dan would 
appreciate your continued participation. 


1. Kent Beckstrom played Black in this recent 
game. 1... Rxd2! 2. Kxd2 (If 2.Nxb5 Re2 
wins.)2...Qf4+3.Kel (If3.Kd3 Qd4 mate.) 
3... Qe3+4.K1] Bh3 mate 

. Kent Beckstrom played I.Rxd8+ in this 
game, winning Black’s Knight. However,a 
better combination would have been 
LQxf8+! Kxf8 2.Rxd8 mate. 

3.Tom Ossana, playing White, appears to be in 
trouble on the c-file. He bails out with 
Bxf7+! The King is forced to capture the 
brazen Bishop, Kx{7, and the pawn-push, 
e6+, discovers an attack by the f4 Bishop on 
Black’s Queen. White wins. 

4. Tom Ossana arrived at this position in a 
game where he played White. 1.h6! (Atone 
time Tom and I thought 1.Bxe6+ would 
decoy Black’s King away fromtheh-Pawn. 
However, it doesn’t work because of I... 
Kxe6 2.h6 Nd5! 3.h7 Nf4+4.Kf3 Ng6.) 1. 
-.Kg62.h7 Kxh7 3.Bxe6 Nc5 4.Bxf5+etc. 
White won. 

5.Inthis game Tom Ossana played Black. His 


nN 


raic notation. Each horizontal row 
rank and numbered from White's 


side of the board, 
and is given a lo 
hand side. Thus the board becomes 
sixty-foursquares w el 


re rep) 
Queen, R-Rook, B-Bishop, 


en passant, 
move, 


By goingovereach of thismonth’s problems you will 


get a feel for the system. 


opponentshouldhave been moreconcerned 
with development and protecting his King 
rather than in capturing pieces. 1. . . 0-0! 
(Threatening 2. . . Ba6.) 2.Qxc8 Qf4+ 
3.Kg] Qd4+ 4.KFL Qdl+ 5.Kf2 Qxc2+ 
6.Kg3 Rxc8. White resigned. 

6. Iplayed Black inthis game. 1...Rxc3!2.Qel 
(If 2.bxc3 Bxd5+ wins White’s Queen.) 2. 
.. Bxd5+3.Kal Re64.Qxe5 Re8 5.Q83 etc. 
Black won. 

7. In this game I played Black. 1... Rxd2+! 
2.Kxd2 f2 3.Rg2 Bxg3 4.Ke2 Bhé etc. 
Black won. 

8. Once again I played Black. 1...Qb1+2.Ke2 
Rxg3+! White resigned.(If 3.Kxg3 Qxe4.) 

9, Mike Lee played this great combination. 1 . 
. . Bxf2+! 2.Kh1 (If 2.Rxf2 Rel+.) 2 
Qxh2+! 3.Kxh2 Rh5 mate. 

10. In this game Mike Lee palyed Black. 1... 
Rxh3+! 2.gxh3 (If 2.Kg] Qh2+)2...c5+ 
3.Kg1 Qg3+ ete. 

11. Victor P. played Black in this interesting 
Danish Gambit. |... Bc7! 2.Rxc7 Rel+ 3. 
Kg2 Bfl+4.Kgl (If4.Kg3 or4.Khl Rxc7.) 
4...Nf3+5.Kh1 Rxc76.Bxa6Bxa67.Rxa6 
Re4. White resigned. 
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Movies— 
Leaping Men 


74, Mr. Winkle Goes to War 
75. Murmur of the Heart 
76. The Naked Edge 
77. A New Leaf 
78. Something’s Got To Give, it was never 
finished 
79. Marty 
80. Meet Boston Blackie 
81. Midnight Cowboy 
82. The Magic Christian 
83. The Magic Flute 
84. Terry Thomas 
85. The mMan Who Fell To Earth 
86. Live and Let Die 
87. (1) Katharine Hepburn 
(2) Ralph Richardson 
(3) Jason Robards, jr. 
(4) Dean Stockwell 
88. Love and Death 
89. Love Me Tender]90. Love Story 
91. Marjorie Main and Percy Kilbride 
92. Madame Curie 
93. The Magus 
94. Les Miserables 
95. Lilies of the Field 
96. Little Big Man 
97. Little Women 
98. The Last Tycoon 
99. The League of Gentlemen 
100. The Lemon Drop Kid 
101. Lenny 
102. Last Summer 
103. Last Year at Marienbad 
104. The Late Show 
105. Lady on a Train 
106. The Last Detail 
107. The Last of the Mohicans 
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Feton’s Forum 

Continued from page 13 

And if you want to set up a small business 
or purchase equipment, suchas a computer, 
most likely you will need to borrow money 
or have good credit. 

The issue of credit is very important for 
those starting fresh in the real world. By 
law any negative items on a credit record 
must be deleted after 7 years (10 years for 
a bankruptcy). If you have been tucked 
away for this much time or longer, orif you 
had no negative information reported to 
your credit profile within the past 7 years, 
the good news is that you are starting with 
a clean slate. However, even if you have 
some negative items listed in your creit 
report, there are some things you can do to 
have them changed for the better. 

The first step is to find out what is in your 
credit records, and for this you must obtain 
copies of your credit files. There are 3 
major credit bureaus which maintain the 
bulk of the information about you, and they 
are listed later in this article. If your credit 
files contain errorneous information, you 
can, by law, get the data corrected. If you 
have been denied credit within the last 30 
days, the credit reporting agency is 
obligated under the Federal Fair Credit 
Reporting Act (FCRA) to provide you with 
a free copy of your report. Otherwise there 
could be a fee of about $15 to obtain each 
separate credit profile. Remember, there 
are usually three maintained on you. One 
way to geta free report is to apply for credit 
and be declined. If you are approved, so 
much the better. If you are denied credit, 
then the credit bureau which the creditor 
relied upon must provide you with a copy 
of the report for free. TRW Credit also 
provides one copy of your credit profile 
maintained by them each year for no cost 
as a public service. 

When requesting your report, be sure to 
include your name, address, previous 
addresses for the past 5 years, your Social 
Security number, and your signature. Your 
credit reports will also contain the names 
of every business that requested your credit 
during the past two years. 

Since each credit bureau maintains its own 
files, some may have errors that the other do 
not. Check with each of the “big three” credit 
reporting companies; they follow. 


TRW Credit Data 

P.O. Box 5450 

Orange, CA 92613-5450 
(714) 991-5100 


Equifax 

5505 Peachtree Dunwoody, Suite 600 
Atlanta, GA 30358 

(404) 250-4000 


Trans Union Credit Information 
Consumer Relations Department 
208 S. Market Street 

P.O. Box Wichita, KS 67201 
(312) 645-6008 


If you disagree with anything contained 
in your reports, contact the credit bureau, 
in writing preferably. The FCRA requires 
the bureaus to investigate the facts of any 
dispute. If you do not agree with the credit 
bureau’s conclusion, you have a right to 
include a written statement within your 
reports containing your version of the facts. 

There are also many local credit bureaus. 
Bankcard Holders of America, a nonprofit 
consumer education group, publishes a 
“credit-check kit” that includes the name, 
address, and telephone numbers of 
legitimate credit bureaus across the U.S., 
as well as a phamplet that explains in detail 
your rights under FRCA. The kit costs $2 
and can be obtained from: 


Bankcard Holders of America 
560 Herndon Parkway, Suite 120 
Herndon, VA 22070 

(703) 481-1110 


1, Per se—D: by orin itself; belonging to the 
basic nature of a person or thing; from 
Latin (through self) as in, The writer was 
nota scholar per seandmade many loose 
generalizations. 

. Cavernous—A: cave like; large, exten- 
sive; deep-set and hollow; from Latin 
cavernosus, as in, The cavernous con- 
vention auditorium. 

3. Amenities—D: Qualities that make life 
more attractive; from the Latin amoetitas 
(pleasantness) as in, Draper is a livable 
city with all it’s amenities. 

4. Bona fide—C: In good faith; sincere; 
genuine; as in, He made a bona fide offer 
for the house. 

5. Bistro—B: Small restaurant, bar or night 
club; French slang, as in, The quaint 
bistro was an imitation of one in Paris. 
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6. Fakir—C: Muslim or Hindu holy man 
who lives by begging, who is said to bea 
wonder worker; from Arabic fagir (poor 
man). 

7. Hawk—A: To sell goods, usually in pub- 
lic places; from German hoken (to peddle), 
as in, The vendor was hawking hotdogs. 

8. Per diem—D: By the day; daily allowance 
for expenses; as in, The traveling sales- 
man was given a fixed per diem. 

9. Catacomb—B: Underground cemetery 
withconnecting burial rooms; from Latin 
cata tumbas (at the graves). 

10. Multifaceted—C: Having many aspects; 
diverse; from multi (many) facet (as- 
pect). 

11. Inadvertent—B: Unintentional; inatten- 
tive; resulting from carelessness; as in, 
He made an inadvertent comment. 

12. Basilica—B: Ancient church building 
divided by columns, with side aisles and 
a semi-circular half dome at the alter. 
Also, a public building in ancient Rome: 
from the Greek basilike (royal). 

13. Status quo—A:; Existing condition or 
situation; as in, He was reluctant to dis- 
turb the status quo. 

14. Gradient—C: Rate of slope; from Latin 
gradus (step), as in, The gradient of the 
river plunged forty feet per mile. 

15. Glen—B: Small, narrow, secluded val- 
ley; from Gaelic glenn, as in, You must 
travel through the glen to get to the town. 

16. Swale—D: Low-lying tract of land, usu- 
ally damp with foul-smelling vegetation; 
from old Norse svalr (cool), as in, You 
never want to camp in a swale. 

17. Infrastructure—A: The different ele- 
ments of an organization’s underlying 
framework; as in, The infrastructure ofa 
community includes schools, library, etc. 

18. Morass—D: Bog; swamp: quagmire; 
from Dutch moeras, as in, At night the 
morass can be scary. 

19. Labyrinth—C: Bewildering maze; con- 
fusing network of passages; from Greek 
labyrintos (maze), as in, The pentagon 
would appear to be a labyrinth of corri- 
dors. 

20. Vista—C: View, especially one that is 
seen through a long, narrow opening, as 
between rows of trees or houses; from 
Latin videre (to see), as in, Through the 
trees was a vista of the beautiful city. 
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99 DAYS AND A WAKE-UP 
Continued from page 1] 

society to which he hasreturned. Thiscan result 
inan intense feeling of isolation. Be aware that 
this is normal. It will require time and patience 
before you can feel that you “belong” again. 


THe Marcinat Man 


F THIS ALIENATION CONTINUES, THERE IS THE 
| eae that the ex-con becomes “The 
Marginal Man.” This conceptis simply that the 
individual does not fit into the current scene, 
nor does he or she really fit in the past any 
longer. The marginal man finds himself in a 
state of limbo—not really belonging to either 
world. In self defense some ex-cons cling to 
their identity as the marginal man., Since they 
don’t feel the comfort of belonging, they will 
choose to be the outsider. A person who makes 
thischoicecan findhimself trapped by it forever. 

The danger of isolation is that a person 
doesn’t feel a part of the world around him and 
can therefore easily consider himself outside of 
everything: rules, laws, responsibilities, 
commitments to others, etc. Along with this, 
many ex-cons feel a consuming sense of rage 
that has built up during their incarceration. As 
outsiders they may find it easy to justify taking 
Tevenge on the squares who get in their way. 
Beware! This is what puts a lot of people 
back in the pen. 

Youmustalways remember that your goal is 
tobecome an ex ex-con, to replace the garbage 
of the joint with a sense of comfort and 
belonging—to feel goodabout yourselfand the 
world around you. : 


Reunion wrt Your Loven Ones 


ALKING OUT OF A JAIL OR PRISON AFTER A 
long term produces a lot of uncertainty 
on many levels. This is especially true as you 
Teunite with family and friends. You will be 
worriedas tohow they feel toward younowand 
they will be equally concerned as to how you 
are going to respond to freedom and to them. 
No single word or deed can hope to resolve 
these concems. Only time and consistent hard 
work can help to reduce any discomfort or 
Stress that naturally comes when people get 
back together afier a long time apart. In one 
Sense you may feel unusually close to your 
loved ones due to the intensity of your feelings 
and the ways you found to express them while 
locked up. But in other ways you may find that 
Youare total strangers. You must allow time to 
Set to know each other again. 
Remember that “love” is, before all else, a 
Very special kind of friendship, so it is helpful 


to review what goes into making a real 
friendship. Friendship isa positive relationship 
built on certain common concems: honesty, 
respect, consideration, compassion, and 
common goals you all accept as important. 

As with the construction of a fine building, 
the construction of a friendship takes time, 
patience, consistency, and determination— 
there are no magic buttons you can push. The 
one essential ingredient is communication— 
honesty and openness in expressing how you 
feel and a sincere willingness to listen when 
your friend shares feelings with you. The sense 
of comfort and belonging you desire will grow 
as everyone works to build the trust essential to 
a healthy friendship. 

Your loved ones wantand need to believe in 
you! But they may have deep-seated concerns 
and fears as to how you are going to handle 
yourself. You can reduce a lot of these simply 
by not going crazy on anybody and by showing 
respect for others. It’s really not that hard. Be 
careful not to get upset if people express doubts 
about you, directly or indirectly. Simply 
understand why they have these concerns and 
work even harder to prove they are wrong! 

Keep in mind that those who are around you 
are counting on you to keep yourself vnder 
control no matter what pressures and prob ems 
you have to endure, It’s not unusual for a.1ex- 
con to come home and take out his anger on 
those who least deserve it. So keep a close 
watch on how you talk to and treat your people. 
They need you to show them respect and 
concem. 

Because it is normal for stress to occur as 
people reunite, it is most helpful to openly 
discuss and resolve the problems or questions 
that arise. If things get too heavy, and it looks 
like physical or mental violence may occur, 
don’t hesitate to seek professional help to sort 
things out and bring them under control! 

Inordertobetter understand what yourloved 
ones are going through, be sure to study the 
third major section in this series (next month), 
whichspeaks to familiesand lovedones. Please 
pay special attention to the section entitled “A 
Strong Relationship.” 


Be CareFruL 


OU MUST REALIZE THAT THE FIRST NINETY 
Y days back on the streets is an extremely 
critical time. The best advice on how to handle 
this time is simply to remain calm and keep a 
good grip on your temper. Remember how it 
took you quite a while to adjust to prison life? 
Well, it also takes time to adjust back into 
society. ; 
Now is the time to take out your action plan 
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foryourfirstweek onthestreets. Youdeveloped 
itso you wouldhavea sense of direction during 
this very confusing time. Use it! And start 
reviewing your short- and long-range plans. 
These are your goals, the way you know that 
you are being successful in your new life. 

Don’t look at your list and let it overcome 
you! Follow eachofyouraction plansseparately 
day by day: secrets to your success are 
organization, persistence and patience. Be 
careful not to place all your energy on one ora 
select few of these concerns. Your final success 
will depend on your balance—just a little 
progress in each area will give you a feeling of 
achievement and pride! 

Many ex-prisoners have an intense dislike of 
authority (classic bad attitude) and tend to over- 
react when anyone tells them what todo orhow 
to do it. If you aren’t careful, you will take out 
your hostility against your loved ones, parole 
officer, employer, or just a citizen who makes 
the mistake of getting in your face. Obviously 
this can be dangerous. If you vent your anger 
and resentment against someone because they 
have some authority, itcan cost you everything 
and leave you with nothing. 

It’s downright silly to think the world is 
going to welcome you because you’ve done 
time! Expect rejection and don’t go crazy! If 
people expect you to act like an animal ormad- 
dog killer because you’ve been behind bars, 
don’t give them what they want. Be totally 
opposite and blow their minds! This doesn’t 
mean you have to enjoy being treated like a 
leper, only that you have to leam to cope with 
it and not let it hurt your heart. Rejection is a 
natural part of being labelled as a criminal , so 
why be shocked when it happens? 

Don’t go looking for rejection—thinking 
that every time someone doesn’t do what you 
want, it’s because you are an ex-con. Such an 
attitude can kill relationships with those who 
loveandrespectyou. Thiskindof“badattitude” 
willalso keep you from making friends, which 
can increase your sense of isolation and being 
“apart from the universe.” Face it, people reject 
people every day, and it has nothing to do with 
any “criminal history.” It’s just a part of daily 
life. Deal with it and don’t let it eat you up— 
shrug and move on. 

You must also realize that you cannot tum 
back the clock. What’s done is done. What’s 
gone is gone. Many ex-prisoners try to play 
catch up, to make up for all the years they 
wasted in prison instead of creating a business, 
a family life, something they can be proud of. 
This is understandable, butit just doesn’t work. 
You can’t cram five years of growth into five 
weeks—youwillendupdriving yourself crazy. 
And you will lose even those things you can 
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accomplish by reaching for too much, too fast. 
Give yourself time to achieve your goals 
realistically. Remember, the world continues 
to turn and you are part of that change. So flow 
with it. Enjoy each new day and just be happy 
that you now have a new opportunity to feel 
good about yourself and everything around 
you. 

One major trap all ex-cons have to face is 
disappointment! Disappointment can lead to 
depression and from there it’s easy to justify all 
sorts of desperate and self-destructive acts. The 
most common is to fall back into old ways, 
especially use of alcohol or drugs to try to kill 
the pain! No good—it doesn’t work! If you are 
really tired of being under the control of the 
Man, youmustdo whatever is necessary totake 
control of yourself. Don’t be weak and accept 
a poor me excuse for yourself that results in 
your giving yourself away! When you really 
get tired of being a slave, you’ll snap and reach 
out for the help you need! 

No matter how bad things get, there is never 
any justification for making them worse! If 
things ever get so bad you think you're going to 
lose your mind, never, ever surrender your 
hope, dignity, or pride to anything orto anyone. 
Stand up! Jails and prisons are small butthe free 
worldishuge. If youare hungry anddetermined 
enough, you can and will find what you need to 
survive, to feel good about yourself, without 
returning tocriminal behaviorthatleads back to 
the horror of imprisonment. 

To reconstruct yourself it is helpful if each 
day you take a close and honest look at your 
attitude and actions. Much of what you are 
working forbeganasan illusion in jail or prison. 
It may be false and even Superman couldn't 
achieve it! If so, you will want to adjust or 
modify your goals and your plan for achieving 
them. It takes a lot of courage and support to 
admit that you’re on the wrong track and then 
make the adjustments necessary to get right. 

Tokeep frombeing flushedagain by yourself 
or others, you must be flexible, able to improve 
both your values and actions on short notice. 
Many ex-cons are so angry and lost they refuse 
to adapt to “realities” and become a victim of 
themselves! Don’t let this happen to you. 

If you try and fail, that’s OK; failure is 
essential to growth. But don’t stop there— 
don’t give up! Go back, pick up where you left 
off, finda way which does work. Determination 
is essential! 


How To Hanpie THe Man 


RY TO KEEP A GOOD ATTITUDE TOWARD 
representatives of the state, although this 
is often very hard after being locked up. The 


relationship you are able to develop with your 
parole officer is critical to your future, so itis in 
your best interest to be viewed as a “successful 
releasee.”” 

Do what you want the Man to doto you: treat 
you like an individual worthy of dignity and 
respect. Don’t approach your parole officer as 
if he or she is just a robot who represents 
nothing but problems, but as a person, good or 
bad, with whomitisin yourbestinterest to build 
a positive relationship. 

You will find that most parole officers are so 
covered up with work that they don’t have time 
to jack with you wnless they identify you as a 
“problem.” And this usually means you are 
ripping and running or just being a general 
flake. Sometimes human personalities just flat 
clash and nothing can be done to fix it. If this 
happensand you’vedoneall within your power 
to get along, you can request a transfer to 
another P.O. Butno matter what youdo, always 
report and stay calm. 

Like it ornot, locked up or on parole, you are 
still doing time. And that means somebody is 
going tobe watching you, asking youquestions, 
requiring that you report and be accountable for 
what you do and how you do it. No one ever 
likes this but fortunately it won’t be as heavy as 
jail or prison. What you have to remember is 
that parole can lead you back to prison if you 
aren’t careful! 

Over the past few years, some persons on 
probationand parole have found they areunable 
to pay monthly supervision fees due to lack of 
income. Many get uptight and don’t show. Do 
yourself a big favor: no matter how much 
pressure you're under, never fail to report on 
time! You“might’” berevoked for failure to pay 
fees but you “will” be revoked for failure to 
report. 


PRE-RELEASE CENTERS AND 
Ha.rway Houses 


M ANY PRISONERS WILL BE TRANSFERRED TO a 
pre-release center before their normal 
parole date. Others will be paroled to a 
community halfway house. If this happens, 
take the following suggestions very seriously. 

Be very careful while you are living in a 
center or halfway house, because you are not 
free. If you let yourself get loose, even for ten 
minutes, you may wake up right back in the 
joint. 

This doesn’tmeanacenter orhalfway house 
cannot be useful in your efforts to reconstruct 
your life. But you have to always remember 
that they are extensions of the penitentiary— 
not extensions of the community! Just because 
they are located in the community doesn’t 
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mean they offer you the freedom you hunger 
for. Any prisoner who exits to a halfway house 
orpre-release center of any kind should think of 
it as the last part of their sentence, not the first 
part of their release! 


You AND THE COMMUNITY 


F YOU FALL OFF INTO AN ANGER OR SELF-PITY 

bag or declare war on the world for all the 
bad things which have come down on you and 
your people, this will show up in your attitude 
and approach to citizens. The desire to “catch 
back” againstthe community willnotbring you 
satisfaction. Causing pain for others will not 
wipe out your pain, but it can and will destroy 
your chance of establishing yourself in the 
community. 

This can lead to other traps you must avoid. 
Most important is a crusade of hate and 
vengeance which can only result in your 
destruction. If you decide that everyone is the 
enemy, then you will wage war on anyone you 
come in contact with, family and strangers 
alike. Consider that there are millions of folks 
in the world. You can never win against them 
all—so why put yourself through what must 
eventually end in your own destruction? The 
goal is to win, to get up and get over! 

Next, don’t get lost playing the old game of 
“scaring the squares” with your bad attitude 
and prison war stories. Some of this is 
unavoidable and you just have to grow through 
it. Butif you’re not careful all you'll talk about 
is how bad you are and your experiences in 
prison! This makes people very uncomfortable 
and they don’t cooperate. 

It’s bad enough that the average citizen 
doesn’t know how to handle a former prisoner: 
agreat deal of rejection results. This is especially 
true in the area of employment, which is vital to 
survival when working to build a new life. 
Don’tmake it harder fora citizen to accept you 
by trying to be cold or tough. This may be your 
way of protecting yourself from rejection but 
all it does is turn people off—and you don’t get 
what you want or need. 

How you present yourself to the community 
will have a major influence on how people 
respond to you. If you refuse to overcome your 
anger or fear of rejection, you will end up 
driving away the people you want to like and 
support you. This is counter-productive and 
can only result in greater pain, loneliness, and 
isolation—for you. 

The best way to handle citizens is to focus on 
positive things happening in the world. Look 
around you and discover new concerns. A 
prison is a tiny, ugly world. Now that you are 
out, don’t waste your time reliving the pain and 
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loneliness. Grow on to new things. The things 
you want from the future are good, not constant 
replays of the suffering you and your loved 
ones have endured in the past. Practice the 
Golden Rule: treat others as you want to be 
treated. Nothing else works! 

Nomatter what has happened in your life, by 
treating others the way you would wantthem to 
treatyou, you do more to gain their cooperation 
and respect than anything else in the world. 
And, equally important, you will have more 
and more respect for yourself. Self-respect is a 
treasure worth working tor! 


A New Wort ano a New You 


NE OF THE GREATEST LOSSES ANY PERSON 
O can suffer is the ability to love. 

First, you need to love yourself as a person of 
worth and goodness. Prison naturally robs one 
of the ability to respect and love himself. And 
if you have lost this essential power, then you 
don’t have what it takes to love others. 

Toloveothers means you willhaveto beable 
tocome out from behind the walls you've built 
over the years to protect yourself from the fools 
and vultures. This is never easy. In fact itcan be 
$o frightening that many just cannot do it. 

If you become a prisoner of your own walls, 
then you become truly a victim of yourself. In 
so doing, you cut yourself off from the warmth 
and tendemess every human being needs at the 
very center of his being. Stay constantly aware 
of this deadly trap and work on itall the time. If 
you cannot overcome it by yourself, seek 
professional help in finding new ways toregain 
your ability to love and show true emotion. 

It doesn’t take long in prison to lose your 
Sense of humor, to forget how to have fun and 
telax. Fun dies behind prison bars, and you can 
become an awfully sad and dull person. So 
when you come home, it’s essential that you 
seek Out fresh, creative ways to enjoy yournew 
life, expand your approach to people and hold 
your head up. 

Alotofeventsand opportunities for personal 
Satisfactioncan be foundin the weekendsection 
ofmost daily newspapers. It will help you think 
of the community as a treasure chest of 
Opportunity to enjoy life. Seek all new, unique 
experiences which give pleasure to you and the 
world and people around you. 

One popular idea is that fun requires money, 
but this isn’t always true. After years in a cage, 
Just a walk in the park or watching the sun set 
Over a lake can be a real joy! Being free to do 
things, no matter how trivial, can be a real 
Tush—especially actions which include 
Someone you love. Before all else, seek sources 
of new, fresh energy, small ways to recharge 


your personal battery after release. If nothing 
else works, go fishing! 

Many times the best fun is in the satisfaction 
of helping others. During the first year you’re 
free, you will need to devote most of your 
efforts to pulling your own lifetogether. Butthe 
day will come when you have some extra time 
and energy, and there is no better way to use it 
than by helping others less fortunate than you. 
Volunteer a little time to help those around 
you—the rewards will be significant. 

One important element that has been absent 
from your life during your confinement has 
been the right to privacy and to peace and quiet. 
These elements are essential to your well 
being—seek them out! Enjoy your privacy! 
Take time to be by yourself, listen to your inner 
voice and the quiet sounds around you. You'll 
be surprised how much you've missedit. Enjoy 
your freedom! 

Things have changed, people have changed, 
and above all, you have changed. So coming 
back intothe world can produce a lotofanxiety. 
Be patient! Itis only natural that youneed to get 
to know everything and everyone all over 
again. Thiscan behard work, sotry tokeep your 
cool at all times. Be polite. Be persistent. And 
never give up! 

You have paid a great price for your insight 
and knowledge. Be proud that you’ve sur ived 
and now have a long awaited chance to ; row 
and prosper. 


Fine AND Keepinc A Jos 


HILE IT’S IMPORTANT THAT YOU RELAX 
and enjoy, it is equally important that 
you begin putting your life back on track. 
Naturally one of your first goals when you are 
released is to find employment. Itis predictable 
that you will experience a lot of frustration for 
a variety of reasons as you look for a job. 
First, you are broke and under great pressure 
to survive. Second, you have the system telling 
you to find a job and pay fees. Third, you asa 
person are anxious to reconstruct your life. 
And, fourth, you want to rebuild your self- 
worth by becoming independent of the past. 
All these pressures can become just too 
much for any one person to handle, especially 
if a meaningful job doesn’t appear quickly. 
Aftera dozen rejections, itis easy to fall off into 
adeep depression and to adopt abitter attitude. 
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To keep this from happening, you must 
Constantly review the following facts: 

1. Job hunting is never, ever easy for anyone. 

2. Our poor economy results in high unem- 
ployment for many people, inlaws and out- 
laws alike, 

3. Finding and keeping a job is a skill in itself 
which must be learned and practiced. 

4. You cannot link your self-worth with accep- 
tance or rejection by an employer. 

5. If you need new skills, go get them! 

6. The law ofaverages influencesemployment, 
thereforeevery attempt moves youcloserto 
success. 

As with any other major effort, the quality of 
your plan is critical! A good plan includes a 
frank review of the skills you possess. You 
must consider what you want to do, know how 
to do it, and what is needed in the community. 

Consistency and persistence are the major 
keys to success. The big trap for a former 
prisoneris when he believes the worldis against 
him because of his criminal past. It is then that 
anger and resentment begin to cloud his vision, 
andhisattitudecan become hostileandhopeless. 

If this happens to you and you don’t 
understand that finding a job is a job, it can 
simply break your heart! Then you lose the 
motivation needed to continue the fight. So no 
matter how difficult, no matter how many tries 
don’t work out, you cannotletit get to youand 
rob you of hope! 

Once you have a job, you need to hold on to 
it, at least for a while. Many ex-inmates lose 
their jobs for some very simple mistakes. If an 
employer is paying for your work, he expects 
you to be on time and to be there every day. As 
a new employee, you can’t expect to have 
much sick leave to use up. Don’t waste it on a 
Monday-morning hangover. When you’re on 
the job, be alert and ready for whatever needs 
doing. If someone is willing to pay you to do it, 
the job is important enough for you to do well. 

One problem many ex-cons have is being 
willing toacceptsupervision. Youmay feel that 
you are out of the joint, and no one can tell you 
what to do. But this attitude is not realistic. Be 
ready to accept instruction and criticism with a 
positive attitude, as a way for you to grow and 
improve. The faster you learn the requirements 
of your job, the more effective you can be as an 
employee. You will earn independence in the 
workplace. 
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Continued from page 5 

The men wentto their cabins at the nearby 
camp, armed themselves with guns, hatchets, 
clubs, and knives, and then reassembled on 
the tracks half a mile from Number Six. 
They made their way down the tracks toward 
the business district. A hastily formed 
citizen’s committee confronted the angry 
miners a mile east of Rock Springs at the 
railroad bridge over Bitter Creek and 
persuaded them to leave their arms in a 
nearby store. The mob then continued their 
march down Front Street toward the hall of 
the Knights of Labor, shouting as they went, 
“White men fall in.” 

The bell above the hall pealed to announce 
a special meeting, and men gathered from 
the nearest mines. After the meeting broke up, 
most of the men fortified themselves in the 
saloons along Front Street. At noon, alarmed 
by the ugly mood of the miners, saloon keepers 
kicked them out and closed the taverns. Other 
shops began to follow suit. 

The men now gathered in the streets, half- 
drunk, shouting anti-Chineses slogans, A 
few Chinese, unaware of the trouble, passed 
through town on their way to lunch and 
found themselves the target of hurled chunks 
of coal and brickbats and shots fired just 
above their heads. 

At Chinatown, a mile down the tracks to 
the east, there was still no alarm. September 
2 wasa Chinese holiday, and many Orientals 
had not gone to work. The first warning they 
had was when David Thomas, superintendent 
at Number Five, passed through Chinatown 
at mid-morning “notifying five or six of my 
Chinese friends to be careful as it looked like 
trouble was brewing.” 

A little after 2:00 p.m. a rumor spread 
throughthe crowd on Front Street thatrailroad 
officials had wired for federal troops to 
come and put down the impending 
disturbance. Spurred into action by therumor, 
a mob of nearly 150 armed men started off 
for Chinatown, followed by numerous 
women and children, curious to watch. 

Marching east along the tracks, on the 
south side of Bitter Creek, the mob stopped 
at the King, Gagen, and Mathews fire-arms 
store where they bought the entire stock of 
ammunition. Next they drove a half-dozen 
frightened Chinese from a section house 
with warning shots. 

The rioters stopped at the first of two 
bridges over the creek, and sent a three-man 
delegation into Chinatown to notify the 
Chinese that they had one hour to leave 
town. 


“All was excitement in Chinatown,” said 
one affidavit by the. Chinese later, “the [red] 
flag was hoisted as a warning and the 
Chinamen gathered to their quarters from all 
parts of town,” but the Chinese didn’t take 
the mob seriously, believing that officials 
would come and disperse them. 

After forty-five minutes a new rumor 
spread through the rioters: The Chinese were 
arming themselves and barricading their 
homes. The rioters decided to attack 
Chinatown. They split into two groups, onc 
crossing the bridge and advancing along the 
north side of the tracks, the other taking a 
parallel route down the south side and 
crossing the larger railroad bridge just east of 
Chinatown at the foot of the hill leading up 
to Mine Number Three. 

Both groups left guards by the bridges to 
seal off any Chinese escape, then stormed 
into Chinatown in splinter groups. The first 
attack came whena group charged up the hill 
at Mine Number Three and fired on the 
Chinese hiding in the coal shed and pump 
house. 

One of the first to fall was Lor Sun Kit, 
shot in the back as he ran from the pump 
house. Leo Dye Bahnextfell victimas he ran 
down the hill right into the squad at the 
railroad bridge. He was shot in the chest and 
fell dead into the creek. Leo Kow Boot made 
adash for Mine Number Four but was felled 
by a bullet in the neck. Four of the Chinese 
wounded in the fighting in Mine Number 
Six earlier that morning had been taken to 
Number Three for treatment. Only one of 
them was ever seen again. 

Across the creek a crowd of onlookers 
climbed onto boxcars to get a better view, 
cheering and urging on the rioters. A man 
named Zwicky,aneyewitness, later testified: 

“Soon the rioters came abreast of the 
outlying houses of Chinatown, about 100 
strong, half of them carrying Winchester 
rifles. There they halted, as it seemed, for 
consultation. Inalittle while several revolver 
shots were fired, whether by whites of 
Chinamen I could not say. The rioters now 
cautiously advanced. Now a rifle shot, 
followed by another and still another, and 
then a volley was fired. The Chinamen were 
fleeing likea herd ofhunted antelope, making 
no resistance. Volley upon volley was fired 
after the fugitives. In a few minutes the hill 
east of town was literally blue with hunted 
Chinamen. What [had] appeared at first to be 
the mad frolic of ignorant men was turning 
into an inhuman butchery of innocent 
beings.” 

The rioters broke into groups of eight or 
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ten and fanned out into the narrow streets 
and cramped alleyways of Chinatown. Some 
Chinese darted from their cabins only to be 
shot down. Others hid in their homes until 
they were routed out, while others, in a fatal 
miscalculation, hid undetected in theircellars. 

The Chinese fled their homes, unarmed, 
bareheaded, barefoot, wearing only their 
flimsy cotton jackets and pants. Some carried 
what they could in a bedroll or a bandanna, 
butmostcarriednothing atall, leaving behind 
even their money. As they had just been paid 
at the end of the month, the looters would be 
rewarded. 

They fled in every direction, but the 
majority went southeast, ahead of the mob, 
down the twenty-foot embankment of Bitter 
Creek, through the water, up the other side, 
across the tracks, through the sagebrush and 
greasewoad toward Burning Mountain and 
the hills south of Rock Springs. A few carried 
wives and children in their arms. Some of 
them, under the influence of rice wine and 
opium, due to the holiday, stumbled about in 
confusion. 

When caught, many of the Chinese were 
merely robbed of their watches, gold, and 
money, and told to run. Others were clubbed 
and beaten, robbed and left bleeding on the 
ground. Others were shot. 

Ah Say, the venerable leader of the Chinese 
community, fled with Leo Chee, custodian 
of the UP stock and barns. Ah Say was 
wounded and fell. Leo Chee fled west toward 
Green River, some twelve miles distant, 
arriving there, some said, ahead of a train 
which left Rock Springs at the same time. Ah 
Say managed to crawl off and was taken to 
Evanston. 

Ah Koonalso barely escaped with his life. 
Later, he recounted what happened: 

“Three or four white men came along and 
kick door and say, * You better come out or 
we drag you out.’ I come out and run about 
two hundred yards. I turn my head, | look 
back and see three or four white men standing. 
He seemeand shot me four times. I fall down 
and drop the money and ran. I went down the 
tracks across the river. I walk up to railroad 
section house, knock at door, and say, ‘Mr. 
you better open door and let me in.’ He say, 
‘Who’s that?’ I say, “China boy.’ He open 
the door and let me come into that house. I 
say, ‘Iam nearly dead, I got nothing to eat.” 
L ask him, ‘You give me some bread?’ He 
say, ‘You got some bread.’ He say, ‘What's 
the matter at Rock Springs?’ I say, “Lots 
trouble, drive China boys out.”” 

Ah Koon left $1,600 and his famous fur 
coat behind—he was known locally as @ 
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“dandy” and never was seen without his 


expensive fur coat. 
One of the most visible rioters was Dr. 


Edward Murray, who rode a horse up and 


down Chinatown, Ww aving his hat and calling 
out to the mob. “No quarter!” he yelled. 
“Shoot them down.” He had ambitions to 
become to the Coal Department’s doctor 
and was trying to ingratiate himself with the 
miners. 


Several women joined the rioters. A pair 
of them were attached to the gang guarding 
the railroad bridge. Yee See Yen was shot in 
the head by one of the women, and two other 


Chinese were shot in the chest by her partner. 
The latter also wounded a man in the thigh, 
and he lay bleeding through the night by the 
river. 

Mrs. Osborn, proprietress of a local 
laundry, was part of the rioters in Chinatown. 
She earned the dubious reputation of having 
killed two Chinese with only three shots. 


“She was not only unmolested,” wrote the 
New York Evening Post, “but is applauded 
for her public spirit.” The paper continued: 
“The women handled weapons like men and 
used them, too. One, who had a child in her 
arms, struck a passing Mongol and knocked 
him down. The baby screamed, and she 
spankedit, laid it on the ground and proceeded 
to smash [the Chinese] in regular John L. 
Sullivan style.” 

Some of the fleeing Chinese threw 
themselves at the mercy of whites whom 
they trusted. Five or six terrified Chinese 
appeared on the doorstep of the Reverend 
and Mrs. Timothy Thirloway. “They asked 
for shelter,” Eleanor Thirloway, the 
Reverend’s daughter, later tolda grand jury, 
“but we thought they would not be safe and 
advised them to leaave town as others were 
doing.” Eleanor was later observed picking 
Over the loot in Chinatown with otherrioters. 
Some fugitives were taken in, however, and 
one hid in the basement of the Beckwith 
Quinn store for a week. 

By fouro’clock in the afternoon the rioters 
had made their first sweep through 
Chinatown. Dead and wounded Chinese 
were strewn about the street, along the 
tverbank, and in the creek itself. Burning 
Mountain, to the southeast, was covered 
with fleeing Orientals. As one source wrote: 

They were scattered far and near, high and 
low, Standing or sitting or lying hid in the 
8fass or stooping down on the low grounds, 
€veryone of them praying to Heaven or 
groaning with pain.” 

But the carnage had not ended. At Dr. 
Murray’s suggestion, the rioters made a 


second pass through Chinatown to set fire to 
the buildings in order to keep the Chinese 
from resettling. As fire swept through the 
shanties, the Chinese burst into the streets 
from their hiding places in cellars, their 
heads wrapped in blankets to protect them 
from the smoke. It failed to protect them 
from the bullets of the rioters, however. 
Some stayed in their cellars to avoid the 
bullets, only to suffer a more grisley fate. 

Leo Chih Ming, Liang Tsun Bong, and 
Hsu Ah Cheong shared a hut near the temple 
in the center of Chinatown. Trapped in their 
cellar by the flames, they clawed desperately 
with their hands at the earthen walls to make 
a hole to escape the fire. Only the head and 
chest of Leo Chih Ming; the hands, shoulders, 
and head of Liang Tsun Bong; and the skull 
of Hsu Ah Cheong were recovered. Next 
door, two other Chinese met similar ends. 

China Joe was more fortunate; he hid in 
his oven for three days and escaped the mob. 
Another Chinese, cowering in his outdoor 
toilet, was discovered by the mob, dragged 
and thrown into the flames of a burning 
house. Many of the bodies lying in the streets 
were also tossed into the fire. 

Forty dwellings were ablaze, setting others 
afire nearby. From time to time an explosion 
rocked the air as kegs of gunpowder, stored 
by the miners in their cabins, were set o fby 
the flames. Bits of wood, metal, crockery, 
and earth—and Chinese— descended after 
each explosion, and was greeted withacheer 
from the assembled crowd. The stench of 
burning flesh drifted across the landscape. 

The mob then marched back across the 
river and attacked the laundry owned by Ah 
Lee. 

“There was no sign of a Chinaman here at 
first”, an observer reported, “but a vigorous 
search revealed one hidden away inacorner. 
But he would not dare to come out. Then the 
roof was broken in and shots fired to scare 
him out, but a shot in return showed that the 
Chinaman was armed. A rush through the 
door followed, then came a scuffle, anda 
number of shots; and looking through an 
opening, a dead Chinaman was seen on the 
floor with blood and brains oozing from a 
terrible wound in the back of his hea Ri 

Mrs. Osborn, the laundress who had 
already killed two Chinese in Chinatown, 
and who was in competition with Ah Lee, 
stepped over his body and began looting the 
clothes. Another woman, said to have lost a 
child only days before, jumped up and down 
on the corpse. 

The mob then made three more stops. At 
the house of Soo Qui, the Chinese boss who 


33 CxesdadD 


lived inanice company house on the edge of 
town, they discovered that Soo had already 
fled—his wife was there, but she was not 
harmed, and left town three days later, the 
last of her race to leave. Next the mob 
stopped at the home of W.H. O’Donnell, a 
local butcher who was an agent for Beckwith 
in recruiting Chinese labor, and ordered him 
to leave on the next train. They did the same 
to Jim Evans. Neither man ever returned to 
Rock Springs. 

By dusk many rioters went home for their 
supper, while others continued to loot the 
ruins of Chinatown. Eleanor Thirloway was 
there, collecting silk handkerchiefs, while 
another woman made off with AhKoon’s 
well-known fur coat. A few days later she 
tried to sell the coat to Mrs. Thayer, saying 
it was made from the skins of African lions, 
but Mrs. Thayer recognized it and refused to 
buy it. Trunks were dragged into the street 
and rifled, while boys chased pigs, chickens, 
and geese through the alleyways. 

David Thomas and two friends walked 
through Chinatown as darkness descended, 
“the flames from forty burning houses 
lighting our faces.” Thomas came across an 
old Chinaman he knew, bleeding to death 
through a wound in the chest. The men 
debated whether they should shoot the old 
man to put him out of his misery, but no one 
couldbring himself to pull the trigger. Further 
along they came across four more Chinese 
corpses—one in the creek—and three more 
wounded whom they arranged to have taken 
into town and treated. Near the end of their 
walk, they came upon a hog mutilating a 
corpse. “For a long time,” Thomas wrote, 
“pork was not tempting.” 

Still it did not end. After supper the rioters 
reassembled, about fifty of them, to finish 
the burning of Chinatown. With torches they 
crossed the creek and set the remaining 
buildings ablaze. Kegafterkeg of gunpowder 
exploded, sending burning embers hundreds 
of feet skyward “as if from the center of a 
volcano.” Out on the prairie, and from the 
surrounding hills, shivering in the cold night 
air, more than 500 Chinese watched 
Chinatown burn slowly to the ground. 
Among them was my old friend—then a 
young man—Y-Bing. 

The following day, a dignitary-laden train 
arrived at Rock Springs; among the observers 
was Governor Francis E. Warren, who later 
wrote: 

“The stench of burning human flesh was 
sickening and almost unendurable, and was 
plainly discernible for mor than a mile along 
the railroad both east and west. Nearly a 
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score of the dead bodies of Chinamen (or the 
dismembered parts of bodies enough tomake 
that number) had been picked up where shot 
on the plains or had been exhumed from the 
ashes and from the earth that had fallen in 
from the dirt roofs where they had been 
roasted to death in their own homes, and the 
opinion prevailed that fully as many more 
were yet under the ruins. Not a living 
Chinaman—man, woman, or child—was 
left.in the town where 700 to 900 had lived 
the day before, and nota single house, shanty, 
or structure of any kind that had ever been 
inhabited by a Chinaman was left unburned.” 

The end of the massacre was not the end of 
Chinese suffering. The temperature dropped 
below freezing the night of the second, and 
several of the fugitives had already died of 
exposure. Others, wounded in flight, were 
destined to die without medical aid. Later in 
the week, stories began to trickle in of the 
ordeal many of them had faced out on the 
prairie. 

You Kwang told how he and five others 
got lost in the hills and wandered for two 
days. Separated from his friends, You finally 
stumbled upon the railroad tracks and was 
saved, but his firends were never heard from 
again. 

Another group of five fleeing Chinese 
became lost and ate their own excrement to 
survive. Four of them eventually died 
anyway, becoming too weak to fend off the 
wolves, and a fifth, Pang Chung, chased by 
the ravenous animals, staggered into Rock 
Springs, more dead than alive. 

The saddest tale—and I have heard Y- 
Bing tell it—was ofa Chinese father, mother, 
and child who fled across Burning Mountain 
into the wild country southeast of town. The 
infant died in a few hours from dehydration 
and exposure and the next day the mother 
succumbed to the cold. As wolves closed in 
on them, the crazed father shot himself. 

Federal troops were dispatched to 
Wyoming by order of President Grover 
Cleveland. Although more than 150 people 
participated in the massacre in full view of 
the entire community, only sixteen arrests 
were made, beginning with Isaiah 
Whitehouse and William Jenkins, and a 
gambler from Laramie named Richard 
Keenan, who had shot the Chinese 
laundryman, Ah Lee. The accused were 
taken to the county jail in Green River where 
areporter found them “laughing and singing 
and not at all uneasy as to the results.” 

General McCook, leader of the delegation 
sentto investigate the affair, rightly predicted, 
“Any attemted trial or punishment of the 


men who murdered the Chinese will prove a 
burlesque and farce.” It proved so. The doctor 
employed to supervise the inquest was none 
other than Dr. Murray. Ultimately, no one 
was ever convicted of the horrible crime, a 
monument to American prejudice 
circumventing justice. 

Inall, twenty-five bodies were eventually 
recovered. They were laid in pin coffins and 
buried near Chinatown, their feet pointing 
toward the Celestial Kingdom. Another 
twenty-six were missing and never found. 
The final toll was set at fifty-one, the highest 
ever for a race riot in American history. 

My friendship with a Chinese survivor of 
the Rock Springs massacre—the kindest 
man I have ever known—made the story 
very personal for me. But there was a 
coincidental aftermath to the story. During 
the 1950s my father, Edward Boren, worked 
in the Union Pacific mines at Rock Springs. 
While thus engaged, he was one of the men 
sent by the mining company to excavate the 
cave-in that occurred when builders were 
digging the foundation for the new Rialto 
Theater. It was discovered to be an old 
abandoned mine tunnel. When the rubble 
was removed, my father discovered four 
more skeletons, their arms entangled, where 
they had huddled together and died, probably 
of starvation. 


Sources: 

Incident at Bitter Creek: The Story of the Rock Springs Chinese 
Massacre, by Craig Storti, lowa State University Press, Ames, 
Towa, 199] 

Newspapers: Cheyenne Daily Leader; Laramie Daily Sun; New 
York Evening Post; Salt Lake Tribune; Salt Lake Deseret News. 
Memoirs of Governor Francis E. Warren 

Interviews: Y-Bing, massacre survivor; Edward Boren, George 
Stephens, former deputy sheriff, Sweetwater County, Wyoming. 
Files of Sweetwater County Museum, Green River, Wyoming 


BENDER SPRINGS 

Continued from page 11 

street. He was easily the center of attention. 
He was proud of his badge and the power it 
gave him to use his gun. He was well aware 
of the eyes that followed him and walked 
like a well seasoned gunman. 

Word of Jake Farneman’s murder whipped 
through town like a dust devil. It had been a 
long time since such a crime had taken place 
in Bender Springs. The townsfolk flooded 
the sheriff’ s office demanding that something 
be done. Everyone knew who was 
responsible for the killing and they wanted 
an immediate arrest, trial and hanging—by 
afternoon if possible. Patient as a 
priest,Solomon Wise listened undisturbed 
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to the demands. “Did anyone actually see 
the murder?” he asked the festering crowd, 
“Did any of you see anyone, or hear anything 
around the livery? Does anyone have any 
proof orevidence that Judge Crawford would 
accept in his court?” No one answered. No 
one had seen or heard anything that would 
incriminate the three riders at the center of 
suspicion. Solomon wished someone had 
something he could use to lock up that 
bunch, because he knew that this was just the 
sort of thing that could turn a peaceful town like 
Bender Springs into a battle field. The wheels 
of justice ground slowly, and peace loving 
people could be driven by fear to take the law 
into their hands and become prosecutor, judge, 
jury and, finally and certainly, executioner. 
Solomon quieted the crowd and warned them 
that any interference on their part would land 
one or all them in his jail and a date in Judge 
Crawford’s court. 

The throng left the court house muttering and 
mumbling that maybe it was time to get a sheriff 
who would get out and get something done. 
Solomondidn’ttaketheirmuttering tooseriously. 
He knew they were just upset because Jake was 
agood man anda not the kind to get mixed up in 
trouble. The shock of his death had caused the 
ripples of fear to spread throughout town. 

“Well, Solomon,” the mayor said, “looks 
like we’ve got trouble, and we both know that 
those three are in it somehow.” 

“Suspect, Mayor,” the sheriff saiddefensively 
as he walked behind his desk to sit down, “only 
suspect.” 

“Have itany way you wish, but I havea duty 
to this town and its people.” 

“Look, Mayor,” Solomon said trying to 
appease the worry riddled Mayor, “no one 
wants to come down on that trashy trio more 
than me, but I’ve sworn to uphold the law, and 
the law says suspecting just isn’t enough.” 

“I know,” said the Mayor, “but some of the 
men are pretty shook up. I don’t want to see 
things get out of hand, if you get my point.” 

Solomon sighed deeply andnoddedhis head. 
MayorMack puthishandonSolomon’sshoulder 
and then turned and walked out. “I hate this 
damned job,” he said as he fastened on his 
gunbelt and picked up his Greener. He puta few 
shells in his vest pocket and went to the door. As 
he was loading both barrels of his shotgun, the 
dooropenedandin walked Molly Clarke. Molly 
was a beautiful woman with hair the color of a 
rich sorrel and a buxom figure that would bring 
aman to life two hours after he was dead. 

“Solomon,” she said, “I just heard about 
Jake. Any leads on who did it?” 

It was hard to say whether he admired the 
woman, or her figure most, but she was pretty 
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muchhis idea of aperfect woman. “Uh, no,” he 
stammered, raising his eyes to meet hers, 
“nothing solid yet.” 

Molly was a young w idow whose husband 
had been the unfortunate member of a posse 
that tried to corral Ty Belton’s gang of 
desperados. Hehad been the firstone shotinthe 
ambush at Devil’s Point, Since then Molly had 
grown independent and ran a dress shop right 
across the street from the jail house. At thirty- 
one she was considered the best of the crop of 
available, single women in town, but she was 
none too eager to throw her lot in with just 
anyone. Many amanin his bedtime escapades 
fancied the woman he was with to be the 
provocatively beautiful Molly Clarke. She 
slipped her arm through his and he felt her 
softness pressed firmly againsthim. Theirmutual 
feelings had been warning and both looked for 
chances to share each other’s company. 

“Listen,” she said, “why don’t I bring you 
and Zeb some supper tonight? Nothing fancy, 
just some chicken and biscuits.” She gave his 
arm a squeeze and tured to walk away. 
Solomon eyed her and smiled at the graceful 
little hitch she swayed in her get along. 

Solomon shut the door behind him and 
walked down the street to Doc Hubbard’s 
office. The good doctor had examined Jake 
Farneman’s body to determine how long he 
had been dead before Rack Basto had found 
him. The doctor had an office full of sniffling 
kids, screaming babies,andarthriticold women 
who complained of diseases medical science 
had not even identified. Jake’s body had 
already been taken to Digger McGee’s, the 
undertaker, 

“Got my report yet?” Solomon asked. 

“Give me justa minute to finish up with Mrs. 
Barfellerand!’ll getit foryou,” the overworked 
doctor responded. 

“Thanks,” Solomon saidas he satdownnext 
toakid with a runny nose. Kind of reminded 
him of a snorting bull. 

The report said nothing new. Jake’s death 
had been caused by the slashing bladeandithad 
happened several hours before morning. 
Solomon exhaled a heavy breath and left the 
doctor's office considering his legal options as 
he made his way to the cemetery where Jake 
was being laid to rest. 

There was a small gathering at the gravesite 
as the good Reverend pronounced the eulogy 
and offered the comforting words of the Lord’s 
Prayer. “Jake Farneman was a good, God- 
fearingman,andhis untimely deathby thehand 
ofa vicious slayer is an abomination inthe sight 
of Heaven. Rest will not come to his troubled 
Soul until the agent of Cain who spilled his 
bloodisbrought tojustice. May the Lordaccept 


his soul and hasten the day of retribution to the 
one whose hands are stained with his blood. 
Amen.” 

Zeb stared at the pine coffin and made a vow 
to the encased remains, He would not rest until 
justice had been done. A feeling of indignation 
rose like crashing waves against rocks. No 
longer a lawman looking for justice, he was an 
agent of the Almighty looking for vengeance 
and righteous retribution. He spun from the 
gravesite, his gaze fixed on the saloon and the 
remorseless fiends who had taken an innocent 
life. Withundeviating certainty ontherightness 
of his mission, he pushed through the swinging 
doors of the saloon and saw the ugly mug of 
Reb Harde. He stared at the unbathed bar slug 
whom he knew in his heart had killed Jake 
Farneman. Reb stared back and Zeb began to 
move toward him. Asifoncue, the men moved 
away from the poker tables, and the piano 
became suddenly quiet. Reb was the first to 
speak. “Well, lookie here,” he said, “The kid’s 
got himself a shiny new badge and a new hat 
and look at that. What’s that on his side?” 

“Lookslikeatoy pistol,” StubRawlschirped 
in. 

“Little boys shouldn’t play with guns,” Reb 
said shaking his head. 

Zeb glaredat the men leaning like great hogs 
on the bar. 

“Oh, gotta be careful now,” Reb said 
chidingly. “Don’t want to make the little feller 
mad.” Toad and Stub roared with laughter. 

Zeb eyed the huge knife in Reb’s belt. “So 
you’re the dung heap that murdered Jake 
Farmeman. Youmustbe pretty tough, killingan 
unarmed man.” 

“Steady now, boy,” Rebsaid,hisfacesuddenly 
growing tense. “Don’t be starting something 
you're not man enough to finish,” he said, his 
upper lip curled into a wolf-like snarl. 

Zeb felt the blood rush to his face. “The only 
good skunk is a dead skunk lying downwind, 
and you three are the stinkiest skunks I ever 
smelled.” 

Zeb reached for his colt 45. Before it cleared 
his holster, a flash of flying steel slashed deep 
into his chest. Blood gurgled in his throat and 
flowed out of the comers of his mouth. He 
grabbed at his chest and fell backward—dead. 

Solomon Wise was passing the saloon on his 
way down to Rack Basto’s livery when he 
heard a woman scream. Brandy, the flaxen 
haired girl from the upstairs business, had 
screamed when Zeb fell. The sheriff pushed 
through the doubledoors andlookedatthedead 
body of his young deputy. “What happened?” 
heaskedashekneltononekneenexttoZeband 


felt his throat for a pulse. ‘ 
“This mangy dog killed ‘im, Sheriff,” said 


35 Ckessdaay 


someone from the room. 

“Tt was self defense, Sheriff,” Reb said. “He 
went for his gun.” 

“That so?” asked the sheriff. 

“Thate to say it,” Big Ben from behind the bar 
spoke up, ‘but whathe saysis true ....Zeb went 
for his gun first.” 

Solomon looked at Zeb’s gun. In his haste to 
geteven, he had forgotten totake the safety loop 
off the hammer. That mistake had cost him his 
life. 

“Youseem tobepretty good with thatknife,” 
Solomon said as he wiped the blade on Zeb’s 
shirt and returned it to the scar-faced ferret. 

“T do alright,” Reb said, inspecting the huge 
blade. 

“Ts that the knife you used to kill Jake 
Fameman?” 

“Don’t know what you’re talkin’ about,” 
Reb said, grinning at Solomon. 

“Oh, you know alright, you and those two 
morons you ride with.” 

Toad and Stub bristled. “Me’n Stub don’t 
like being calledmorons,”’ Toad Hammersaid. 

“What you like or don’t like is no concern of 
mine . ... what you do is.” 

Solomonsentsomemento get Doc Hubbard 
and Digger McGee to take care of Zeb. “By the 
way boys,” he said, “I’ve told Rack Basto to 
seize your animals and gear until I get to the 
bottom of Jake Farneman’s murder.” 

“You can’t do that, damn you, Sheriff,” Reb 
cussed and spat into the brass spittoon. 

“Oh, I can and did,” Solomon said, “and I 
wouldn’t try to muscle Rack, because I gave 
him authority to shoot any of you sow suckers 
on sight if you come within 100 feet of the 
livery.” 

Reb lunged at the sheriff. Solomon moved 
astep to the side and hit him square across the 
ear with the butt of his shotgun. Reb tumbled 
tothe floor. Herolled and raised to his knees as 
the toe of Solomon’s boot caught him on the 
cheek and sent him sprawling back into the 
piano. Solomon leveled his Greener right into 
Reb’s face and said, “Get up again and it will be 
your last move.” 

Blood streamed from a cut on his cheek as 
Reb sat caressing the handle of his knife, 
carefully sizing up the man who had shamed 
him in front of the whole crowd. 

“I hope you're stupid enough to pull that 
knife, ‘cause nothing would please me more 
than to send your fat, ugly head into the next 
county with this double load of buckshot.” Just 
then Doc and the cadaverous Digger burst into 
the saloon. Digger always eyed a corpse the 
way anormal fellow studies a horse before he 
buyshim. Doc Hubbard pronounced Zeb dead 
and Digger nodded approvingly. 
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“Alright,” Solomon said, “‘a couple of you 
men help get Zeb down to Digger’s place.” 

“This ain’t over between us,” Reb said to 
Solomon as he held a filthy handkerchief over 
his bleeding cut and clambered to his feet. 

“T hope not,” said the sheriff. “I sincerely 
hope not.” 

The afternoon passed into evening without 
any more trouble. The air was charged with the 
tensionthatcomesjustbeforeastandoff. Solomon 
felt the heavy hand of destiny bearing down on 
him. He began to feel Zeb’s absence, and the 
feelings of hate began consuming his thoughts. 
He wanted to avenge the wrongful and brutal 
deaths of his friends. For two cents he would 
throw his badge as far as he could, and then call 
Reb Harte andhis two thugs into the street forthe 
most pleasing face down he could imagine. 

Molly came in with basket full of food and 
found Solomon sitting with his feet on the desk. 
“Theard about Zeb,” she said. “I know that you 
had sort of taken him under your wing, and that 
he’d become like a son to you.” 

“Thanks Molly,” he replied as he stood and 
walked towardher. Ontip toes, she reached and 
gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. Her arms 
wrapped around his neck in a gentle embrace. 
He felt the firmness of her breasts against him 
and the softness of her back and waist as he 
caressed her with circular strokes and the luster 
of her soft, silky hair and her fragrance made 
him hold her even more affectionately. “I am 
going to miss that blasted kid,” he said as he 
leaned back to look into her eyes, holding her 
waist to keep her body close. 

“T know you will,” she said in a voice barely 
above a whisper. She liked being held by him. 
It had been along while since she had felt 
comfortable in the arms of a man. She basked 
in the warmth of his passion. 

Solomon kissed her forehead and then went 
back to his desk. He thought of how wonderful 
life would be with a woman like Molly. After 
supper he walked Molly back to her small 
home and wished with all his heart that she 
would ask him in, but 
that was not to be. 
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Guns were being taken out of trunks, cleaned, 
loaded and wom. Solomon knew that the cost 
of peace in human lives had not yet been paid, 
and others would die before life in Bender 
Springscould get back tonormal. Ashe walked 
in the darkness, his thoughts were on Molly, 
and how she had felt in his arms. Solomon had 
never married. Lawmen make poor husbands. 
Besides, Molly had already lost one husband 
and didn’t need to bury another one whose 
badge got him killed. 

Patrols usually concentrated on keeping the 
peaceandcontrolling unruly drunks. The streets 
were unusually quietandeven thesaloonseemed 
quieter. He checked the doors of the store and 
bank routinely. The town seemed to be secure. 
Hestill couldnot getthe vision of death from his 
mind as he moved around the corner and down 
the street that ran past the livery. Solomon’s 
mind wandered back to the days when he first 
came to Bender Springs. It was only a town of 
tents and covered wagons. But now there were 
buildings, homes and families—families who 
looked to him for safety. 

A sudden movement in the shadows jerked 
him from his recollections and thrust him back 
into the present. He stopped cold in his tracks. 
It dawned on him that he had day dreamed 
himself into a dark side street—a perfect spot 
for an ambush, and he had walked blindly into 
it. His heart pounded violently against his ribs 
and he scarcely breathed for fear of missing a 
sound. He cocked the two hammers of his 
Greener and began to move furtively forward. 
His palms were wet with sweat, and the veins in 
his neck pulsed with the pounding of his chest. 

The lamp in the shaded window of the Cantina 
cast a dim light over the mouth of the alley to 
Solomon’s right. A shot rang out and an errant 
bullet crashed into the wall just inches above him. 
In broad daylight the bullet would have nailed him 
clean. He saw a man lurking in the shadows of the 
alley and tumed to his right, stepped out into the 
streetand snuck quietly to the other side and leaned 
against the dark wall of the Cantina. 
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He slid against the wall and approached the 
alley cautiously. He felta presence—someone 
was waiting there for him. He held his shotgun 
firmly and took a careful step. The man in the 
shadows jumped like a spooked jack rabbit and 
squeezed off a round that barely missed 
Solomon’ sear. He pulled the trigger ofhis right 
barrel and the man clutched his throat and fell 
tothe ground. It was Stub Rawls. The buckshot 
had torn a hole in his throat the size of a man’s 
fist and splattered pockmarks all over his face. 
He instinctively turned and pulled of a second 
shot that caught Toad Hammer in the gut. 

Two down and only Reb Harde to go. 
Solomon knew that he was close by. He had 
sacrificed his two minions to set Solomon up 
for the kill. He turned around in time to see the 
huge knife in a massive hand slashing toward 
him. He jumped too slowly to avoid the lethal 
blade and feltit slice deep into his arm. Ina wild 
frenzy Reb Harde began slashing and hacking 
with the razor sharp steel. He slashed at 
Solomon’s throat, but the agile Sheriff jumped 
back. The merciless blade opened a bloody gash 
across his chest and another slice ripped a slit 
across the top of his shoulder. Solomon dove 
into the dirt and as he rolled, drew his revolver 
and shot wildly at the enraged beast. The first 
shot caught Reb in the groin and doubled over 
his bear like body. The second shot ripped into 
his shoulder and the third tore a fatal hole 
through his chest. 

The shots broughtmen rushing into the street 
with lanterns. They found the Sheriff faint from 
loss of blood, kneeling next to the bodies of the 
three vermin. The cowardly ambush had failed, 
and the assailants had been sent to hell. Two 
men carried him to Doc Hubbard’s. The three 
carcasses were taken to Digger McGee’s whose 
first question was who would be paying the 
expenses. Zeb and Jake in the cemetery, and 
now these three, anda sheriff with more stitches 
than a rag-doll, but a feeling of peace began to 
settle again as the threat of lawlessness lifted 
like wisps of smoke into the desert sky. 
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